


BAABA MAAL Firin’ In Fouta 



"Senegalese modernist Baaba Maal follows his finely 
crafted Lam Toro album with a brasher set notably 
less for its delicate African shadings and more for its 
move towards dance music.” Q Nov 1994 

Purists should forget their preconceptions and listen 
to an album which takes World music (as an evolving 
notion) to a new level. 

Independent On Sunday 27th Nov. 1994 

“Maal wraps his soaring voice in Western production, 
freeform jazz and reggae beats to take African music 
one step closer to the world stage.” Vox Nov 1994 

'“Firin In Fouta’ is Baaba Maal’s most complete yet, a 
startling synthesis of old and new, north and south, 
which trashes the boundaries which keep ‘World’ 
music contained in a convenient....ghetto.” 

Arena Sept. 1994 

“This is an ambitious and at times complex recording 
that could well make it one of the IP’s of ’94.” 

Straight No Chaser issue 26 Autumn 1994 

'c in Februa^ 

Monday 13th Edinburgh Assembly Rooms 
Tuesday 14th Manchester Ritz Ballroom 
Wednesday 15th Leeds Town & Country 
Thursday 16th London Royal Festival Hall 
Friday 17th Coventry Warwick Arts Centre 


AKiqeLIQVf K.IDJO AV6 



THE NEW ALBUM - A Seamless Blend of Driving 
Funk, African Cross Rhythms and Dance Beats 
Topped With Angelique's Dynamic Vocals. 

"Angelique Kidjo's third solo album is a rootsy 
pan-cultural blend that demonstrates why she is 
the queen of the AMAYA - African Modern And 
Yet Authentic - tendency" 

Vox - ALBUM OF THE MONTH 

"...slant on global dance that embraces kicking 
rhythms and bubbling vocals. A polished attack on 
the mainstream". Q 

PRODUCED BY DAVID Z AND WILL MOWATT 

ACOLO the new single released on 12" and CD 
January 23rd 


Live in January 

Tuesday 17th Manchester Ritz Ballroom 

Wednesday 18th Edinburgh Festival Theatre 

Thursday 19th Leeds Irish Centre 

Friday 20th Warwick Arts Centre 

Saturday 21st London Shepherds Bush Empire 






M 16 Swans 

^ Jakubowski watches the New York noise merchants mellow out 

^ 18 Bali 

P Martin Gordon discovers a paradise in sound 

Td 22 AMM 

Rob Young charts the myths and legends of the total meta-musiclans 

28 The Dawn Of Dub 

Steve Barrow spends early days in the echo chamber 

34 Tony Conrad 

John Corbett attends the rebirth of a Mihimalist maestro 

36 Caspar Brotzmann 

Ben Watson meets avant rock's most eligible guitar hero 
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Harry Borden, Special thanks this issue to 


Faust, Tony Conrad and AMM gather together under one roof for 
the second concert in the South Bank's Out There A Minute series 
(supported by The Wire). The gig is also the launch of two new CDs (on 
Table Of The Elements) by Faust and US noisenik Conrad, and they'll 
be performing drone-heavy material from both discs on the night, in 
tandem. This wiil be the first UK appearance by original Krautrockers 
Faust since their acciaimed 1992 show at the Marquee (above). 

AMM, meanwhile, celebrate 30 years of elevated meta-musicianship 
in their current trio line-up. 17 February at the Queen Elizabeth Flail, 
London; 7.30 pm. Tickets £11/£8. Box Office: 071 928 8800. 
FAUST TICKET GIVEAWAY We have FIVE pairs of tickets for the 
above concert to give away, courtesy of the London Musicians' 
Collective. Send your name, address and daytime telephone number 
to: Faust Offer, The Wire, 45-46 Poland Street, London W1V 3DF, to 
arrive no later than Monday 6 February. The first five names out of 
the drum get the tickets and an invite to the Table Of The Elements 


Towering Inferno give the first 
London performance of their epic 
multimedia work, ATocW), at 
London Queen Elizabeth Hall on 4 
February. The 70 minute 'dream 
history of Europe' created by 
Richard Wolfeon and Andy 
Saunders, drawing on Jewish and 
Hungarian mythology and framed 
by huge cinematic images, also 

Hungarian vocalists Marta 
Sebestyen and Endre Szkarosi (and 
not forgetting, behind the traps. 

The Wire’s very own Dave 'Sticks' 
Morrison). Start tme is 8 pm; 
tickets £12.50/£ 10. Box Office: 
071 928 8800. 
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[ Plugged commemorates 

15 years of the Sonic Arts 


championing of cutting- 

edge electronic and computer composition, with a weekend at the Purcell 
Room on London's South Bank Percussion Plus (18 February, 7.30 pm) 
includes the premier of a new work by Jean-Claude Risset; Electric Lives is 
an afternoon of video/music collaborations from Transient Vs Resident, 


Adrian Moore and others (19, 2-4.30 pm); and Canadian Tim Brady 
performing six pieces commissioned for his unique, probing guitar (19, 
7.30 pm). Concerts £7/£5 each; two concerts £12/£8; Weekend Tickets 
inciuding workshops and taiks £ 15/£ 10. Box Office 071 928 8800. 

Tim Brady is aiso on tour this month. His Imaginary Guitars materiaiise at 
Durham Treveiyan Coiiege (16,091 374 3210), London Purcell Room - 
see above (19, 071 928 8800), Tunbridge Wells Trinity Arts Centre (23, 
0892 544699), Manchester Whitworth Art Gallery (25,061 794 3099), 
and Birmingham Barber Institute (1 March, 021 414 7333). 


Live: in brief 

Jeff Buckley has added more tour 
dates at Glasgow Garage (28 
February), Manchester University (1 
March), Wolverhampton Wulfrun 
Hall (2), London Shepherd's Bush 
Empire (4), and Portsmouth 
Wedgewood Rooms (5). 

Air Liqukle, the German space- 
trance duo signed to Rising High, 
appear live at the Final Frontier 
dub at South London's Club UK 
(081 877 0110) on 3 February. 

Gemini give first London 
performances of works by Lindsay 
Cooper, Howard Skempton, Galina 
Ustvolskaya and others, at 
London's ICA (071 930 3647) on 
26 February, 8 pm. Tickets £7/£5. 

James Blood Ulmer teaches a 
little jazz and preaches a little funk 
at London's Jazz Cafe on 25 
February. £ 12(adv)/£ 10(door); 

071 916 6000. 

rescheduled the live appearances 
which they had to cancel last 
November. They now play London 
Brixton Academy on 3-4 March. 
November tickets are still valid. 

The George Haslam Trio team up 
wkh percussionist Robin Jones (of 
King Salsa) for a drum-heavy 
session at North London's Vortex 
(071 254 6516) on 4 February. 
Admission £4/£3. 


John White, Richard Barrett, 
Michael Parsons and Barney Childs 
are featured composers in 
Forward Music's pair of February 
concerts: the first at the British 
Music Information Centre in 
Central London, features members 
of the chamber group Fibonacci 
Sequence and Musicworks (7 
February, 6.30 pm, £3/£2); No 
Strings Attached and organist 
Kevin Bowyer perform at the 
second at St Michael's Church, 

East London (15,7.30 pm, 
£6/£3.50). Information on 081 
461 5353. 

Real Time - Alan Wilkinson, Mark 
Sanders, Susanna Ferrar and Gina 
Southgate (the latter 
accompanying the music with Ire 
art-making), are on tour 
throughout February: they appear 
at Bristol Rope Walk Inn (4), Bath 
Window Arts Centre (5), Exeter 
Arts Centre (6), Norwich Arts 
Centre (8), Leeds Cardigan Centre 

(9) , Hebden Bridge Trades Club 

(10) , York Spotted Cow (12), 
London Red Rose Theatre (13), 
and Colchester Arts Centre (19). 
Information on 081 809 6891. 

Descension is what happens when 
Simon Fell and Charles Wharf team 
up with Stefan Jaworzyn and Tony 
Irving's Ascension. They come 
down to Earth at the beginning of 
March: Southampton Musicians' 
Collective (1), Bristol Louisiana (2), 


Leeds Termte Club (3), Sheffield 
Other Music (4), and London 
Walthamstow Exercise Yard (10). 

Charlie Barber & Band perform 
Ekstasis, a sequence of devotional 
music by Nyman, Part, Bryars, 
Fitkin, Oliver and McPhee, at 
London St Giles Church (28 
February), Cardiff United 
Reformed Church (2 March), and 
Manchester Royal Northern 
College Of Music (7). 

Lost Parakeets (Gus Garside & 
Lukax Santana duo), Viv Dogan 
Corringham & Mike Cooper, and 
Michael Ormiston, bring an 
improvised mix of electroacoustics, 
Greek and Chilean traditional 


musics, Mongolian throat singing, 
Hawaiian guitar, blues inflections 
and more, on their February triple¬ 
header tour. They appear at East 
London Chats Palace (4,081 533 
0227), Southampton Turner Sims 
Theatre (8,0703 595151), 
Colchester Arts Centre (16,0206 
577301), Brighton Lift (18), and 
Luton Arts Centre (21,0582 
419584). 

Spiritualized are in flow motion 
around the UK this month, 
following the release of their "Let It 
Flow" EP on three different CDs on 
Dedicated. Dates are: Manchester 
Deb Hall (16 February), Sheffield 
Universky (17), Glasgow 
Barrowlands (18), Newcastle 








The Apollo Saxophone Quartet 

present their latest commissions 
by Richard Rodney Bennett, 

Kenny Wheeler, Eddie Parker and 
lain Ballamy, at London Almeida 
Theatre (5 February), Glasgow 
Royal Scottish Academy Of Music 
& Drama (11), and Manchester 
RNCM (14). The Quartet have just 
released first And Foremost, their 
flrst CD for Argo Records. 

Tippett: Visions Of Paradise at 

London's Barbican is a festival 
marking the composer's 90th 
birthday. A mixture of old and new 
works, and favourite music chosen 
by Tippett, are featured between 
5-26 February. Highlights include 
the oratorto A CNId Of Our Time 
(5), Norma Winstone and The 
Guildhall Jazz Band playing Songs 
Of The Auvergne (7), the gamelan- 
inspired Triple Concerto (12), The 
Mosk Of Time (26), and The 
Lindsay Quartet performing all five 
StnhgQuortets (5,13,17,19). 
Information from the Box Office 
on 071 638 8891. 



Jim O'Rourke joins improvisors 
Evan Parker and AMM's Eddie 
Prbvost for a one-off set at 
London's Arena Club on 11 
February (Details: 081 888 
8949). Support comes from 
Robert Hampson's Main. The first 
UK dates by O'Rourke's band 
Brise Glace are being lined up, 
but no dates were available as we 


Baaba flaal comes to the UK with 
his full band Daande Lenol — the 
group featured on his recent 
acclaimed Firin' In Fouta LP. They 
appear at Edinburgh Assembly 
Rooms (13 February, 031 220 
4349), Manchester Ritz Ballroom 
(14,061 839 0858), Leeds Town 
And Country Club (15,0532 
800100), London Royal Festval 
Hall(16,071 928 8800), and 
Coventry Warwick University Arts 
Centre (17,0203 524524). 



Loop Guru, Dread Zone, 
Revolutionary Dub Warriors and 
Tribal Drift are among acts taking 
part in the GMB Un'on Of Dance 
Tour to help raise the profile of 
trades unions at dance venues 
around the UK. DJs Depth Charge, 
Evolution and The DiY Collective 
provide between-set sounds. Tour 
dates: Nottingham Marcus Garvey 
Centre (3 February), Manchester 
Nia Centre (4), Glasgow Garage (7), 
Newcastle Northumbria University 
(8), Norwich Waterfront (9), Cardiff 
University (16), Plymouth 
Warehouse (17), Birmingham Que 
Club (18). Tickets £6/£5. 

The Brownswood Sessions UK 

takes place on 16 February: taking 
over the Ministry Of Sound in 
South London (071 613 2061) 
will be the cream of the modern 
mixology crop: from Japan, United 
Future Organisaton, DJ Krush and 
DJ Takemura; and from the UK, 
Gilles Peterson, James Lavelle of 
Mo Wax and Patrick Forge, with 
live sets from Mark Murphy and 
Palm Skin Productions. 9 pm-4 
am, £7 (adv)/£8 (on door). 


Mr BelL^ • - 

Considers 


There's nothing like a recording session to 
make you feel like a real professional 
musician. I mean those highly organised 
sessions for TV and film music, where the 
sheet music is already on your stand when 
you arrive, and the engineer got there two 
hours earlier to make sure your microphone 
doesn't droop and your headphones don't sere; 



feels like a proper job — you h 
paid no matter what happens: 
life. The working conditions are 
chairs that don't squeak. And 
pounds in three hours, in contr; 
night for blowing your lungs ou 


have to get there on time, and you get 
two things that rarely apply in musical 
great: warm rooms, interesting lighting, 
you may earn two or three hundred 
ast to the £13 you received last Friday 
jt in a smoke-filled room and promptly 


There is a problem, of course. Once you've done a session, there 


doesn't seem to be anything you can do in order to get another one. 
There isn't anyone you can phone up to say that you enjoyed getting 
very well paid for doing next to nothing last Tuesday morning and you'd 
be awfully happy to do it again, say once a week? There are mysterious 
people called fixers, who book musicians for sessions. A smile from a 
fixer can revolutionise your career, but it would never do to telephone a 
fixer and say, 'Well, here I am then...' 

But the best thing about sessions is that everyone is extremely nice to 
you, because they desperately want you to play well. The music is 
usually very easy to play, because you've got to get it right first time. But 
if you screw it up, people will be even nicer to you in a wild attempt to 
coax a half-decent performance out of you. It's not your fault you can't 
play the stuff, it's the composer who shouldn't have written it like that 
Or maybe it's the fixer's fault because they shouldn’t have booked you. 
Whatever, ifs definitely going to be OK, and could we Just take cue 33 
one more time please, I think ifs almost there. 


As a bonus, you get to meet stars. At one session I met film director 
Mike Leigh in the car park. He shook my hand and said, 'I’m very happy 
we're going to be working together.’ He didn’t know who I was, but the 
subtext was, 'Please, please don't wreck the music for my film.' On the 
same session I met Jack Emblow, who played accordion for Sing 
Something Simple for 150 years and never missed a programme. And 
that crazy bass player Barry Guy was there... 

But don't let all this money and namedropping camaraderie go to 
your head. Sessions are OK, but don't get hooked. Or you may turn into 


strongest terms of abuse in the musician's vocabulary. CLIVE BELL 











Mayfair (19), Leeds Metropolitan 
University (21), Woiverhampton 
Wulfrun Hall (22), Cardiff 
University (24), London Shepherds 
Bush Empire (25), Cambridge 
Junction (26), Portsmouth 
Pyramid (27), Northampton 
Roadmendersd March), Leicester 
DeMontfortHall (2), Bristol 
University (3). 

Jan Garbarek and The Hilliard 
Ensemble, v»hose ECM CD QJSdLim 
was The Ware's 1994 classical 
chart-topper, are on tour in the UK 
during February. Dates at: Salisbury 
Cathedral (20,0722 320333), 
London Royal Festival Hall (21, 

071 928 8800), Nottingham 
Southwell Minster (22,01159 
419741), Uverpool Metropolitan 
Cathedral (23,051 709 3786), 
and Birmingham Symphony Hall 
(25,021 212 3333). 

Jon Lloyd tours the UK with a new 
improvising quartet this month. The 


Leo Records saxophonist, together 
with Mark Sanders, Pat Thomas 
and Roland Ramanan, play 
Sheffield The Grapes (23 
February), Leeds The Fenton (24), 
Bristol Rope Walk Inn (3 March), 
London Vortex (5) and Colchester 
Arts Centre (16). 

Eargasm, Nottingham's 
electronic/experimental music club, 
now boots up twice monthly. Music 
in February comes from Toby 
Marks aka Banco De Gaia (1) and 
:ZovierFrance: (15). At Bellamys 
(0602 475823) every other 
Wednesday, 8-11.30 pm; 
S2.50/S2. 

The Electronic Lounge sparks up 
again for the New Year on 7 
February, at London's ICA (071 
930 3647). First DJ of 1995 will 
be Spring Heel Jack, but as ever 
there's more of a convivial pub vibe 
than a club vibe. 8.30-11 pm; 
entrance £1.50. 


the office ambience 

Maximquaye — Tricky (Island) 

King Tubby’s Prophesy Of Dub — Ydbby U (BlOOd And Fire) 
Home — Caspar Brdtzmann Massaker (Blast First) 

Throbbing Pouch - Wagon Christ (Rising High) 

Earthquation — David 5 Ware (DiW) 

Music For The Gods: Gaznelan Music Of Indonesia — 
Various Artists (Rykodisc) 

Catatonic — Kenny Larkin (R&S) 

Murder Ballads (Drift) - Martyn Bates & liJ Harris (Musica 
Maxima Magnetica) 

Noddy Holder/May The Funk Be With You - Jedi Knights 
(Clear White Label) 

Red Hot On Impulse! — Various Artists (Impulsel/GRP) 
Compiled by The W\re Sound System 



Saturday 4 February, 8pm 

QUEEN ELIZABETH HALL Aik. 
0171 ^ 928 ^8800 ^ 
















New to London 


Continuing Gemini s series of 
annuai concerts featuring music 
oreviously unheard in the capital. 

Works by: 

Lindsay Cooper 
Evelyn Ficorro 
Howard Skempton 

Galina Ustvolskaya 
Andy Vores 

Sunday 26 February 1995 
at 8.00pm 

ICA 



TrilokGurtu, the East-West 
fusionist with one eye on the 
techniques of Indian classical music, 
brings hS Crazy Saints band to 
London's Queen Elrabeth Hall on 
25 February. We have two pairs of 
FREE tickets for this concert to give 
away. Just send a postcard marked 
'Trilok Gurtu tickets’ to the usual 
address, to arrive no later than 
Monday 13 February. Please 
include your name, address and a 
daytime phone number. 

Gandini Juggling Project display 
their new performance piece. 
Caught StSI/Hanging, on a 
nationwide tour starting in February. 
Steve Williams mixes an 
electroacoustic soundtrack live on 
stage while four dancers and 
jugglers attempt to prove the non¬ 


existence of gravity. On tour at 
Bracknell South Hill Park (11 
February, 0344 484123), 

Liverpcrol Unity Theatre (18,051 
709 4988), London Place Theatre 
(21-22,071 387 00310, 
Shrewsbury Music Hall (3 March, 
0743 350763), Milton Keynes 
Madcap Theatre (10,0908 
320173), Rotherham Walker Place 
(13,0709 823623), Oxford 
Pegasus Theatre (17,0865 
722851). 

Cosmk Swop: Leo Feigin of Leo 
Records has asked us to point out 
that, on hs recent double CD of 
Sun We At The Hackney Empire, 

inadvertently pressed on disc two, 
and vice versa. Several hundred of 
these potential collectors' items 


have apparently already reached 
the shops, so anyone noticing the 
error can return it to Leo to be 

We Thought You Should Be Told 

Exclusive sneak preview of the 
tracklisting for the new Brian Eno 
LP: “Suzuki Elephants' (“A hilahous 
listen to a mother elephant 
teaching her baby a song'), 
■Japanese Beetles' ('Asian scale 
polyphony on mallets'), 'Impatient 
Ponies' ('Remember the carousel 
calliope? Here it is agaih. Only 
faster!'),-Spiders On A Web- 
('Spiders plucking their webs as 
they walk m^ht sound like this'), 
'The Bat' ('Scary pipe organ fugue. 
Impossible to play without the help 
of a computer), and 'Siamese 
Cats' ('Two frustrated cats talking 
about their problems'). Well, OK, 
we were lying about the Eno LP. 
These genuihe pieces of music are 
to be found on Synthartnals, a 
cassette advertised in Child's Touch, 
an American catalogue of videos 
and tapes for 'creative children’. 
Shivering with the Zeitgeist or what? 

CorrectxMis 

In The Wife 131, we forgot to aedit 
photographer Matt Anker for his 
bhiliant Global Communication 
collage which appeared on page 42. 
In the same issue, we also neglected 
to credit Michael Hahdier for his 
photographs of Ornette Colemah 
(page 10). Apologies to both Matt 
and Michael. □ 
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Ninja Tune/N’TONE 

Lurking like a spider's lair on the first floor rooms 
of an old wharf building on the Thames is the HQ 
of the Ninja Tune and N'TONE labels. Inside, 
monrtoring the web and trapping the Zeitgeist, 
are the core conspirators: the two members of 
Coldcut, Matt Black and Jonathon More, and 
Pete Quicke, current head of the four year old 
NirfF I'gg l SBHTOl i a i M e mereingfror^ 
this place encompasses an array of progressive 

neo-countercultural information and cross¬ 
media innovation. The two amps have mecaed 
to insulate themselves against the exploitation 
they have suffered elsewhere, and to exploit 
further the potential of modern music. Coldcut 
claim they were "ripped off by their previous 
label. Big Life. As a result they have armed 
themselves with the technological infrastructure 
to defy and dodge the restriaions of being 
someone else's property. Autonomy comes in 


the form of their own 16 track studio, in-house 
artwork and a sophisticated link to the Internet 
which includes their own home page (Pipe) from 
which the user can access text information about 
the labels and their groups, snippets of the artists' 
music, small Quicklime movies (computer 
graph ics produced by Hex, see image left, also 
part ofthelabel),aiidllm1!Ws own conspifacy 
theories. 

The first Ninja Tune releases were the DJ 
Food (Black and More) albums — quirky 
breakbeat lexicons full of bite-sized, producer- 
friendly samples, a predictably large share of 
which appear on tracks by the label’s other acts. 
"We wanted a back catalogue, which is what the 
DJ Food breakbeats are for," explains More. "It 
pays the bills. We sell to DJs. The rest is what 

There's a definite buzz on the shop floor. 
Various young helpers scurry around. Beats 






Since the early 80s, Bates has been attempting to resurrect the English 
folk song tradition by relocating it in new, unfamiliar contexts, whether as a 
member of Eyeless In Gaza, or in solo projects such as the recent Chamber 
Musk (Sub Rosa), where he set some of James Joyce's poetry adrift in 
limpid electro-pools. 'The oral folk tradition needs rescuing from the purist 
approach. These songs are part of our collective unconscious, our national 
identity. It's all tucked away in there, at one remove.' tohy Herrington 
Murder Ballads (Drift) is outnowon tluska Maxima Magnebca 


explode from hidden speakers, the phone wails constantly as screens flicker 
and function. Later, ^.member of Attica Blues, the young London group 
who've released tracks on the Mo Wax label, arrives to deliver a stunning 
remix of DJ Food's 'Sunvibes'. The British music scene is interacting. 

The operation’s output is moving through two different streams. Quicke 
explains: “Ninja Tune's going to stay with the HipHop even if it's dubby. Jazzy 
or Ambient, whereas N'Tone can be more or less anything. Ifs had music by 


Ninja Tune pours out distorted, detached, vocal-free HIpHop — that 
peculiarly British post-Acid Jazz fusion that can be heard in the work of 
Portishead, Tricky and Slowly. The label's latest release is Nirya Cuts, an 
excellent showcase compilation featuring DJ Food, 9 Lazy 9, Up Bustle & 
Out and Kruder & Dorfmelster. "We were doing the TripHop sound well 
before anybody else today,’ insists Matt Black 'Ninja Cuts is us being 
creative’. The sounds flowing out under the NTone umbrella dovetail with 
those of Future Sound Of London and Autechre — a washy. Ambient, post- 
Techno delivery seemingly symbiote with the office's dreamy waterside 
panorama, jake barnes Ninja Cuts is reieased on 20 February. Pipe can be 
contacted on pipeweb:http://www.southem.com. 


DENOTE 


Criminal Justice 
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Alan Splet 1936-1994 

The roaring silence that greeted the recem death 
of one of the world's greatest sound designers 
was quite at odds with both his work and his 
considerabie influence. Alan Splet, the man who 
made radiators sing in Eroserhead, who gave 
baroque machines menacing persona in Dune 
and who rendered the sound of a gaslit corridor 
in Blue Velvet as an endless, chilling, hellish 
breath, died of cancer in December aged 58. 

During his long collaboration with film maker 
David Lynch, Splet defined the leading edge of 
mainstream film sound. With the notable 
exception of Walter Mirch [Taxi Driver, 
Apocalypse Now and more recently Romeo Is 
Bleeding) and perhaps the Coen Brothers {Blood 
Simple, Hudsucker Proxy), Splet was unique in his 
approach to sound for film. 

Whatever one might think of the film 
Erasertieod, its impact is undeniable. When I was 
lectunng in film in Australia, it was the work most 
often cited by my students as a principal catalyst 
for their interest in cinema. Significantly, despite 

was usually manifested in their student films in 
the way they approached sound. Eraserhead 
gives licence to explore the sonic character of the 
filmed environment, to articulate a space and 
locate kina high^ poetic way without so much as 
a lick of Debussy or a line of dialogue. The 
crassness of most conventional cinematic 
'musical' underscoring gives way to a more 
articulate voicing of the image and a pure 





SWANS 

THE GREAT A ;hila~ 


THE FIRST STUDIO ALBUM IN 3 YEARS. 

RELEASED 23rd JANUARY 
CD • DOUBLE LP 


















In the bleak midwinter, the Techno 

underground goes into hibernation 
and Industriai cuitureoutiawsiiveitup 

with Johnny Cash and Hank Wiiiiams 


It’s hard, and perhaps foolhardy, to take stock of things in 
Januarv. White shopping list assessments make their own sorry kind of 
sense in the run up to Christmas, the fall out after it evokes a bleaker 
picture — particularly in Berlin, a city that acquires its own special 
grimness come the winter months. 

Few things, for example, dampen the optmistic spirit quite like a visit 
to the E-Werk (still Berlin's premier Techno venue) on a sub-zero 
January Friday. I barrelled down there directly on decanting from a 
London plane after the holidays, only to find a few people huddling 
together for warmth in the corners of this enormous converted power 
station. I shivered for a while in the office, and then went off to 
Dubmission at Cafe Moskau and shivered for a while in their office 

I haven't bothered yet to check Ex 'N' Pop — still the last redoubt of 
the Neubauten generation and also my local bar — because I know that 
one of my favourite barpeople is off doing some small part at the 
Theater Des Westens, while another has shucked off to pursue her 
singing career in Seattle, and without either of them around I won't 
even be allowed in the office to shiver. 

A lot of people have been leaving Berlin lately, not the least of which 
were the last members of the Allied Occupying Eorces, who all had 
their flag-lowering ceremonials last year, a round half decade after the 
Wall was breached. An event of symbolic significance on many levels, 
this also had its meaning for music. If anything gave music an edge in 
Germany that has been lacking in the rest of continental Europe (apart, 
that is, from its being the world's second biggest market) it was the 
accessibility, over the decades before the current communications 
revolution, of AEN and BFBS on the local airwaves. 

To the presence of occupying forces we might thus, though 
somewhat indirectly, ascribe the Berlin underground's penchant for the 
cowboy boot A fondness for Country music sweeps right through this 
city, from the working class denizens of the Alabama Bar in Wedding, 
who wave their plastc toy guns around to Boxcar Willie and call each 
other 'pardner', to the self-styled black leather outlaws of Ex 'N' Pop, 
who have long imbibed the likes of Johnny Cash and Flank Williams 
along with their bottles of Jever and shots of tequila. Flence one of 
1994's more curious Berlin releases: Bury The Bottle With Me by The 
Jever Mountain Boys — an album of heartfelt Country covers recorded 
by an ensemble that includes Alexander Hacke of Einstiirzende 
Neubauten and Jochen Arbeit of Die Haul 

I have to struggle, though, against finding Hacke's studiedly 
'American' vocal delivery and the whole band's tendency to dress up as 
cowboys, both on stage and off, just a shade laughable. Is it any more 



waiting to burst 

It has also, to my continuing surprise, failed to throw up any artists of 
international stature. In a way, though, that's appropriate for Berlin — 
always a city where the musical energy has been channeled into the 
margins rather than the mainstream. Two conditions arising out of post¬ 
war division conspired to make the Western half of this city a place 
where the unusual had space to happen. One was cultural funding; the 
other was rent control. With subsidised rehearsal space, cheap 
apartments and enough spare cash around to support some pretty 
extreme nightlife. West Berlin was a comfortable resting place for 
Bohemia. Techno took off here at least in part because the fall of the 
Wall opened up a whole new set of unusual spaces, many of which now 
look likely to fall prey to inevitable property development 

And now, while subsidies continue to drop, rents insist on rocketing. Eor 
a while last year there was a bar in Kreuzberg called Hop Sing, after the 
Chinese cook in Bonanza. In a scruffy basement decorated with cow 
skulls, an enthusiastically cool crowd absorbed a toxic atmosphere and a 
well-sussed selection of Country sounds. Its gone already, a victim of its 
own success. When the landlord saw how many were turning up, he hiked 
the rent beyond reach. So maybe fs not just January. Maybe the whole 
Berlin underground is slowly being priced out of the market Oh well, 
someone told me that rents are dropping in Munich. DAVE RinnER 








Crawling out of New York’s 
No Wave in the early 80s, 
Swans were always the 
most brutal and extreme of 
all post-punk groups. Today, 
however, they’re more con¬ 
cerned with songcraft and 
spoken word projects. 
Jakubowski asks chief Swan 
Michael Gira about the Jour¬ 
ney from darkness into light. 



tunnel 

visionaries 


Of all the groups thrown up by New York's No Wave circa 
1981-83, Swans were always possessed of the most singular vision. In 
clear distinction to the playful postmodernisms of John Zorn and Sonic 
Youth, Swans burrowed away along a single tunnel, digging themselves 
deeper into a pit of their own creation. Isolationists before the term 
meant anything, Swans and their leader Michael Gira also displayed a 
greater affinity to punk than any of their contemporaries: virtuosic anti¬ 
virtuosos, numbing and slowing their Stooges-based rock down to a 
level where GIra’s untutored, 'unmusical' songwriting actually started to 
seem highly sophisticated. (Ironically, given the unrelieved 
claustrophobia and sexual violence of Gira's lyrics at the time, he'd 
earlier digested Situ^tionist pamphlets about playfulness and the 
potential fun you can have with technology. He'd also produced a 
magazine — entitled No, a very punk-nihilist title — while attending the 
same art school as Sonic Youth's Kim Gordon.) 

The extremity of Gira's work was matched by Swans' equally extreme 
and self-imposed estrangement from the hustle of New York's 


promiscuous styles and scenes. 

It's possible I've suffered from not listening to lots of music like I 
should do," Gira comments. 'I have a pretty closed mind. When I hear 
something that's excellent, that's great, but I know for a fact that so- 
called alternative music is not excellent, something that the Calvinist 
world of alternative rock can't grasp." 

The bump 'n' grind of early Swans albums such as Cop came to a 
colossal, shuddering halt with 1987's Children Of God, after which Gira 
threw noise over in favour of acoustic guitars and songwriting, covering 
Joy Division and Blind Faith tracks with varying degrees of success, and 
releasing one album. The Burning World, on a major label (MCA). While 
contemporaries such as Sonic Youth and Henry Rollins were crossing 
over into MTV territory, Gira rebuilt his craft from the bottom up, 
evolving an entirely new musical persona as remote and austere as 
before, yet far more welcoming in sound and feel. 

Swans' three albums since The Burning World - White Ught From 
The Mouth Of Infnity, Love Of Life and the new The Great Annihiiator, all 
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released on Gira's Young God label - place Gira somewhere near the 
collective goal pursued by the generation of musicians documented in 
Charles Neal’s Tape Delay collection of interviews, individualists to a 
wo/man, former noise artists such as Nick Cave, Lydia Lunch, Henry 
Rollins and even Diamanda Galas and Einsturzende Neubauten, have all 
now more or less abandoned their early 80s fixations with volume, 
uneasy listening and unconventional musical approaches in favour of 
'maturity' and songcraft in the rock tradition, though admittedly warped 
and inflected by their past experiences. 

So it’s fitting that The Great Annihilator contains some of Gira’s best 
work, a lengthy 16 track march through all the tricks and quirks he’s 
made his own. Hypnotic rather than headache-inducing, with a droning 
ensemble of multiple guitars to the fore, rather than the crushing 
slugbeats of yore, the album lies somewhere between the precise 
diction of the singer-songwriter and the overblown embellishments of 
Gothic rock — somewhat like The Sisters Of Mercy reprising Bob Dylan 
with mordantly flattened delivery. 

"There’s buried homages to Glenn Branca on this record," Gira 
explains, “whereas there weren’t on the older records. There’s a 
couple of intentional tributes, "Alcohol The Seed" and the end of 
"Telepathy”. He's a fantastic composer that has never gotten the credit 
he deserved. He also lives in this tiny room by himself growing 
whiskers, much like me. 

"I really like drones, the drawl of my singing. Normal scale is so 
limited, so I've been using a capo a lot to shift keys and get the same 
two notes in different octaves. I’ll change the string till it adds just the 
right tone, not caring about it as a compositon but as more like a film of 
sound. I've also gotten rid of the preoccupation with orchestration on 
the previous records. But I’m still as averse to Improvisation as ever. I 
never liked the idea. To me, something like Caspar Brotzmann 
Massaker also seems highly un-improvised and structured despite the 
first impression. I Just have that aversion." 

Gira’s lyrics, formerly brutally reduaive, a kind of set of differential 
equations in which the key terms (money, God, sex, power, work, 
slavery) were simply switched round to form new sets, have come a 
long way from the advertising-inspired terseness of old (longtime Swans 
co-vocalist Jarboe was once, aptly, a Jingle writer, penning among other 
greats the “Coke Is If song). Now, the lyrical imagery has become 
meto-physical, replacing the sex-is-yiolence directions of old with an 
almost cosmological mind's-eye psychedelia, lending an elusive air to 
the bare bones of the 'I’-’You' dialectic of his love songs. 

Gira is about to have a collection of stories. The Consumer, published 
by Rollins’s publishing company 2.13.61. Also in the pipeline is a solo 
album, Droinland, and a mooted soundtrack album transmogrified to 
include found texts. Though he jokes about a recent spoken word piece 
included on Sub Rosa's Alphabet City compilation ("Ask me why I did 
that. .. One thousand dollars. Hai"), the volume and nature of this 
output suggests a more deliberately contemplative and experimental 
approach to the relationship between words and music. 

”We did this soundtrack for a New York film maker, Beth B’s film Two 
Small Bodies, which no one ever saw, and we thought we’d take the 
soundtrack and re-use it, plus a lot of music outtakes, and place found 
tapes and narrations over it I have a lot of tapes of interviews I did with 
my father telling stories, which I want to juxtapose with various voices to 
create almost like an oral environment Jarboe’s father was in the FBI, 
and when he died she found these surveillance tapes, these great 
recordings of a redneck threatening someone. To me the whole thing 
brings back childhood memories of Burl Ives records narrating the story 
of Brer Rabbit or Walt Disney soundtracks. I just really like the idea." □ 




The Great Annihilator rs out now on Young Cod (through Vital) 












In the spiral ling multi-cultural chaos of the Pacific Rim, 
the gamelan music of Bali representsa still place 
of refuge where cosmic majesty and ancient rituals mix 
with cultural pragmatism and living tradition. 

Travelogue by Martin Gordon. 


It was while making my way back from Australia 

that I first really discovered the music of the Indonesian gamelan. I 
disembarked in Bali vrhen the Australian leg of my trip ended rather 
sooner than expeaed (due to, er, 'feminine wiles'). I'd encountered the 
gamelan before but never in context, and my three day stopover 
became a month almost before I was aware of it. The scent of 
frangipani, the pervasive clove cigarettes, the sensuous charm of the 
gamelan — I succumbed to the same "stirring mystery of a thousand 
bells' that Canadian composer Colin McPhee remarked upon in the 
30s. McPhee spent ten years living in Bali, documenting and 
transcribing gamelan music, and it made an indelible impression upon 
his life and work (and marriage). 

Indonesia is the former Dutch colony previously known 

as the Dutch East Indies. The Dutch had been aware of Bali since the 
late 14th century, when the captain of a Dutch seagoing expedition had 
taken refuge there. The crew had been entertained in Kuta, which today 
is a paradigm of Pacific Rim multi-cultural tourist-inspired chaos: 
German restaurants, Australian arm-wrestling nights, video bars — 
there's even a British fish and chip shop. Despte the captain's glowing 
report, the Dutch had their hands full with the rest of their East Indies 
empire and left Bali in peace, which accounts in part for the unique 
nature of Balinese culture. From the 14th century, Bali was ruled by the 
descendents of the Javanese Hindu Majapahit empire, who established 
eight kingdoms on the island (still evident today as the eight 'regencies' 
or districts). When the Dutch finally colonized Bali in 1908, the days of 
the monarchy came abruptly to a halt 
For centuries, the kings and their royal courts had aeated their own 
gamelan orchestras, huge ensembles of up to 50 musicians playing the 
regal gong gede, but once the royal patronage ended there was little 
motivation for this style to continue. During the 2Cls, most of the bronze 
keys and gongs that made up these court gamelans were melted down 
and recast for the emerging, leaner style of gong kebyar. This was a new 
kind of music, as spritely as gong gede was majestic, and one that needed 
far fewer players, an important consideration when there was no one to 
foot the bills anymore. As kebyar ran rampant, the older styles began to 
wither, and today it is difficult to find any of them in person or on record. 


I’m a member of the UK’s only Balinese gamelan, based at 
London's School Of Oriental And African Studies (SOAS). Following tht 
first early stopover in Bali, I began delving through the school's vast library 
and came across tales of the gamelan jegog, made from giant bamboo 
which grows only in the west of the island; of the gamelan gong bhen, 
played by bowler-hatted musicians on Chinese-style gongs salvaged from 
a shipwreck; of the gamelan genggong, which includes strange 
instruments, made from palm leaves, which sound like frogs; and of 
kendang maburung, which uses drums carved from whole trees. All of this 
seemed too exotic and mysterious to resist; I wanted to make a second 
trip to Bali to unearth and record at least some of these styles. Through 
the Indonesian Embassy in London, I arranged a meeting with I Made 
(Pak) Bandem, the Principal of the College Of Performing Arts (STSI) in 
Bali's capital Denpasar, and probably the country's most famous musician 
and academic 

At STSI, Mr Bandem teaches karawkan, the art of playing traditional 
musical instruments, in a variety of styles including those which are 
most under threat (a contentious policy as some musicians feel that 
their orally-transmitted art is not suited to an academic context). I 
explained my mission to him and he was more than happy to help me 
with contacts and phone numbers. 

His assistant Nyoman Astita (famous for his notorious composition for 
two gamelans which attempts to reproduce the sound of a gamelan 
competition) suggested I call Ketut Swentra, who subsequently invited 
me to his house in Denpasar. A youthful-looking 46 years old, Ketut 
comes from Negara in the west of Bali, where his family have been 
musicians for 16 generations. The west is home to the giant forms of 
bamboo that are used to make the gamelan jegog and Ketut has taken 
it upon himself to try to preserve this unique style. In 1966, he started 
organising jegog competitions — the first one had two entrants, the 
most recent 42, so he's evidently doing something right. He has set up 
a foundation for the teaching of jegog music — he believes that unless 
you grow up with bamboo, familiar with the touch and sensation of it 
you will not able to play or understand jegog properly, and he feels that 
this intimacy cannot be taught in schools such as STSI. 

Not that he has fallen out with STSI - in the middle of a field in 
Jembrana, we later watched a demonstration of a new dance 
commissioned by the college and choreographed by Ketut which 
depicted the bullraces unique to the area. The performers began the 
jegog dance, in which a flirtatious female Balinese dancer selects eligible 
men from the audience as her dance partners. Under the Dutch, this 
dance was banned in some places as being overly provocative. 


For many, Kecak is the real Bali, 


dark and dramatic. 
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KetJt invited me to his home, where he assembied his group Suar 
Agung (Light Of The Gods). The instruments were housed in the bale 
agung, a kind of house without walls found in most Balinese family 
compounds. Pictures of his father and three brothers, all musicians, 
were prominently displayed. The bamboo orchestra assembled, the 
instruments ranging in size from the tiny calung to the nine foot jegog. 
The bigger instruments were built into frames carved into depiaions of 
fearsome monsters, to protect the gamelan and its players from evil 
spirits. As the front two rows of musicians seated themselves behind the 
smaller instruments, the back row climbed up onto the jegogs 
themselves and prepared to beat hell out of them with rubber mallets. 
It takes a lot of force to get nine feet of wood resonating, and so the 
jegogs' musical part had been divided between two players, each 
striking alternate notes. The sound of the bass reminded me of John 
Lennon's comments about The Beatles’ “Tomorrow Never Knows". 
Lennon said he wanted the song to approximate the sound of a 
thousand Tibetan monks chanting — the delicate low rumble of the 
jegogs would have been perfect. 

The ensemble played a piece that had an Oriental-sounding melody 
was even more syncopated and dazzling in its execution. When 


I asked about its origins, Ketut told me that, of all gamelan styles, the 
jegog was the most flexible, playing pieces that are influenced by Dutch, 
Chinese, Egyptian and Japanese styles as well as performing at 
Buddhist, Muslim and Christian ceremonies. The origins of this particular 
style, jegog bumbung, lay in the Japanese occupation of Bali during the 
Second World War — the Japanese military HQ was established in 
Negara and this style was the result of local players hearing Japanese 
martial music and appropriating the bits that they approved of. 

Balinese culture has always been flexible, taking ideas 

from other sources and giving them an authoritatively Balinese 
reinterpretation. Jegog bumbung is a good example, but perhaps the 
most radical demonstration of this is the music and dance performance 
known as kecak, which I found in Ubud, regarded these days as the 
'cultural capital' of Bali. This particular performance took place in front 
of the Padang Tegal temple and, at first sight, it was a definitive piece of 
Balinese dance drama, telling a tale from the Hindu epic The Ramoyano 
(even in Indonesia's predominantly Muslim countries, gamelan music is 
firmly rooted in Hindu-Buddhist ritual) in which the monkey god 
Hanoman plays a leading role. Up to 100 men play the role of 
Hanoman's monkey army and provide the only musical 
accompaniment The performers make a simian chattering noise, hence 
the onomatopoeic name (pronounced "kechak"). As far as most 
outsiders are concerned, this is the real Bali: dark and dramatic, hinting 
at obscure and ambiguous undercurrents. 







The reality, however, is that it was devised by a Russian-born German 
and an American choreographer for a Hoilywood film shot in the 30s. 
Waiter Spies, whose name is writ iarge in Balinese cuiture, was a 
composer and artist Born in Moscow, where his father was the German 
ambassador to the Russian court, he found himself in Bali by a circutous 
route, inciuding directing the orchestra of the Sultan of Jogjakarta in 
Java and piaying piano in Hong Kong strip clubs. Katharine Mershon, a 
dancer, was staying with Spies in Baii when Baron Victor Von Plessen 
arrived to shoot a Holiywood epic, titled The Island Of Demons. One of 
the reasons Von Plessen chose Bali as a location was due to the fact that 
the Dutch-inspired concealment of breasts (for reasons of moral probity) 
had not yet taken universal root and, as the owners of said breasts were 
(a) attractive and (b) dusky maidens, it was a marriage made in heaven, 
at least as far as he and Hollywood were concerned. 

For the film. Spies took excerpts of an ancient Balinese exorcism 
chant and wove them around the Hanoman story. He decreed that 100 
perfomners should take part and placed a flaming tree at the centre of 
the stage as the only light Mershon provided the choreography, which 
included a section where two little girls fell into a trance and danced in 
unison with their eyes tightly shut (this being borrowed from the 
sangyhang trance dance). Kecak continues to evolve today and is indeed 
a spectacular and eerie creation. Despite its non-Balinese origins, its 
creators were deeply enamoured of Balinese culture and tradition and 
today it is one of the archetypal Balihese art forms. The Balinese 
themselves treat it as a senous form of artistic expression, albeit one 
without the undercurrent of religious or ceremonial significance that 
informs other styles of gamelan. Perhaps as a result of this, kecak is also 
one of the fastest evolving performance styles. 

Totjay, gamelan is in a curious position on the one 

hand, the development of tourism has meant that there are probably 
more gamelans currently active on the island than ever before. Kebyar is 
still dominant however and is itself in compebtion with other more 
contemporary music — the rise of such Indo-pop stars as Detty Kumia, 
for instance. (Intriguingly, the recent Indonesian million-seller 'Denpasar 
Moon" was written by a former member of the pseudo-Balkan group 
Three Mustaphas Three, who now lives in Berlin.) The Indonesian 
government has provided colleges like STSI to preserve Balinese 
traditional culture but equally, their promotion of tourism and the 
attendant importation of Western cultural elements, as in Kuta, could 
also be seen as a threat to it 

A final note about the pragmatism of the Balinese was provided by 
Ketut Swentra. He told me how fiercely independent his Jegog 
foundation was, refusing to take grants from the Indonesian 
government and even turning down contributions from individuals on 
the grounds that his autonomy might be compromised. I offered a 
sizeable sum safe in the knowledge that he'd refuse. "On this occasion, 
however...,’ he said. Well, I was flattered, frankly. □ 

1995 is the 50th anniversary cftfiepundationofthe Republic (^Indonesia. 
Consequently, there are a number of gamelan performances being planned 
in the LK. In June/July, for nstance, the London International Festival Of 
Theatre (UFT) wil feature a troupe (^Balinese musicians, dancers and crafts 
people. The Otxjpewil also performs Manchester and Norwich IForfjrther 
information, tel: Of 71 4903964). There are several recorOngs of Balinese 
gamelans currently available. One of the best, Jegog — The Bamboo 
Gamelan Of Balt fiosyust been reissued by CMP (through New Note), wNe 
RykocSsc are about to release Music For The Gods which contains rare and 
historic fetdrecorcings of Indonesian gannelansnnade in the early I940sby 
the Arrierlcan anthropologists Bruce ard Sheridan Fahnestock 



WHAT IS A GAMELAN? 

The word gamelan comes from the Javanese gamel (to hit) anc 
refers to both the individual instrument and the collection that 
forms the ensemble. The gamelan is a member of the 
marimba/xylophone/vibes family and is correctly described as ar 
ideophone — an instrument that produces sound itself rather thar 
by means of attachments, like strings. It has keys made of bronze 
or bamboo, and is struck by hand¬ 
held mallets. Gamelans range in 
size from the four inch long 
kantilan to the nine foot bamboo 
jegog. Genetically, all gamelan 
instruments are gongs, hence the 
terminology (gong gede, gong 
kebyar) — most ensembles also 
contain the circular gong wi 
which Westerners are mo 
familiar. Balinese legend explains 
the origin of the gamelan: in the 
beginning when the Gods needed 
to communicate with each other, 
they used a gong. As time passed and messages 1 
complex, more gongs of different pitches were used 
the gamelan ensemble was arrived at 
The very nature of gamelan music in general 
gamelan in particular is diametrically opposed to 
perception of musical structure. Gamelan reflects the 
society that produces it, one where commuhity i: 
individuality. The aesthetic quality of Balinese music is not the result 
of Individual creativity but of social unity — there is no 
improvisation and there are no soloists. Structurally, Balinese 
gamelan consists of a series of interlocking 
spinning together, sometimes revolving at different speeds 
gyraflng eccentrically, but always arriving back at the beginnin 
order to take off again. 


A gangsa, part of the 


Balinese 
Western 
jre of the 


THE WEST AND THE GAMELAN 

The first time an Indonesian gamelan played in the West was at the 
1889 Paris Exhibition (although Sir Stanley Raffles had earlier 
eulogised about the sound and had tried to ship a set back to 
England. It was lost in a shipwreck). Present at these concerts were 
Debussy and Satie, whose subsequent output reflected the 
impression made by gamelan music. In 1931, a gamelan from 
Peliatan, Bali (accompanying the recently-devised kecak 
performance) played in Paris, to the delight of Colin MePhee and 
playwright Antonin Artaud, whose subsequent Theatre Of Cruelty 
was based in part upon the fact that while the building in which the 
production was staged accidentally burned to the ground, the 
kecak performers and their gamelan continued about their 
business. He saw this as the triumph of artistic reality over artifice 
but given the genesis of kecak, little did he khow. 

Later, in the USA, MePhee introduced Benjamin Britten to the 
Balinese gamelan, and they recorded together a series of piano 
transcripUons MePhee had made. From Britten's initial dismissal of 
gamelan, he moved to a position of awe: "It would take 35 years to 
fully understand this music,” he said, comparing its complexity to 
the work of Shostakovich. Subsequent composers including John 
Cage and, especially, minimalists such as Terry Riley, Philip Glass 
and Steve Reich have all drawn heavily on the transcendental, 
trance-like qualities of gamelan. 




meta.. 
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In the mid-60s, AMM destroyed the 
last remaining ground rules of free music 
with their aesthetic of 'total sound'. 
Rob Young reflects on the group's 
achievements over 30 years, and finds 
their coiiective approach very much aiive. 


Three men, grey haired, have been making sound 

for more than an hour. At the rear of the place: sentinels, guarding 
wine. Lull towards the end of — how long? Five minutes? Ten? — of a 
solitary shimmering frequency from a flat disc of brass, drifting into near 
silence. Suddenly, at the front of the block of listeners, footsteps: an 
acolyte needs more wine. Loud, echoing, penetrating, they raise the 
noise-floor by a decibel at least Within their cowl of noise, which will 
continue for at least as long again before it ceases, the three men smile 
to each other. In the ritual, there are no words. 

But it is only ritual to the watchers. For AMM, up there on the 
platform, this is precisely not the reconstruction of a myth. This music 
first attained escape velocity 30 years ago now, and seems less likely 
than ever to cease: this music that takes root in a bed of silence, 
sprouts into life from the barest detectible trace elements, evolves 
Intelligence and becomes articulate, expands until it becomes too dense 
for its own structure to bear, collapses back on itself into new silence 
and new shape, and tries the cycle again. 

Eddie PreVOSt, drummer, longest contnuous group member 
and chronicler of the band's recorded moments through his record 
label Matchless, once made the most often-repeated comment about 
AMM: "AMM music existed a few minutes before we thought of it’ 
Having reached this convenient, yet arbitrary 30th anniversary, it feels 
as though the music exists whether they think of it or not which must 
be seen as some kind of success. 

‘That's right, it is,’ says Keith Rowe from his home in France. 
■Certainly what I do on the guitar is there without me playing. I hear it all 
the time. In a sense, a great preparation for becoming a percussion 



player in AMM — and maybe all AMM players are percussion players - 
would be being in a restaurant and you bear that clatter of the washing 
up: that Incredible variation, and it's incredibly specific to what it is... If 
you could aaually play like that it would be wonderful." 

Trying to assimilate those 30 years of must making is 

like trying to map a coastline accurately: impossible to find a single unit 
of measurement small enough to account for every twist and curve, 
every doubling-back of the shore. You can apply that metaphor equally 
to the texture of the sound they make as to the history of the group 
and its fluctuating membership. At this distance, the curves inevitably 
smoothed out; even the records and CDs aren't the helpful nodes they 
can be in tracing the paths of artists whose careers are more 
obsessively plotted: instead AMli recordings are like snapshots, leaving 
the imagination to fill in all the other sounds, the thoughts and the lives 
in between. Furthermore, on the occasion of this article, Eddie 
pronounced himself perfectly satisfied and enthusiastic about the 
group's progress, before declining to be interviewed at length. His 
collected thoughts are due to appear in a book to be published in the 

This year, though, Matchless hope to unveil recordings that prove 
AMM didn't entirely originate in a vacuum. Keith Rowe recalls some of 
the first AMM sessions (around 1965) being influenced by that 
pervasive idea of the time, derived equally from Phil Spector and John 
Coltrane: the wall of sound. Rowe was fresh out of composer Mike 
Westbrook's band, in which he had begun using drawings by Paul Klee 
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You can't either play mU SIC 
or live your life. 




There's no division 
between the two. IK IK 
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(People’s Liberation Music) with Evan Parker, 
playing 'soft rock’ versions of Brecht, Eisler, 
English working class songs — often on the 
back of a lorry, pelted with bricks thrown by 
the National Front 

■We were pretty crude in those days,’ Rowe 
says now. "I never lost a belief in that music 


as scores instead of the leader's charts. ’I used to take things like [The 
Beach Boys’] ’Barbara-Ann’, take a reel-to-reel tape recorder and 
make 40 or 50 butt-edits of that, so it would play for about two hours. 
And we'd put that on really really loud, and that would be the wall and 
the AMM would try to climb over rt. It's a kind of deluge of sound.’ 

This relation to pop art, like their relation to all external events, is 
another red herring, but worth noting. They turned up in Vogue some 
time around 1967, looking cockily ironic but intense; saxophonist Lou 
Gate didn't turn up for the photo session and Prdvost 'piously’ 
described the group as 'a five quartet”. They played to packed rock 
audiences at places like the Roundhouse, opening for Cream or Geno 
Washington: promoters accused them of 'taking the piss", and failed to 
pay them. They were asked to play at swinging parties around London, 
with bright stars from The Beatles to Peter, Paul And Mary trying to 
make themselves heard above the din. They designed posters and 
record sleeves that now bear an uncanny resemblance to that first 
Velvet Underground banana sleeve: Keith Rowe's punning 
Warhol/Caulfieldesque screenprints of the AMM radio, the ScAMMel 
truck, the AMM sandwich. 

Fascinating connections, but misleading, amm music 

has always been too much of a strong, diffuse centre, not bumping into 
the various scenes that have come and gone over time, but blowing 
through them like smoke, changing shape or breaking up if need be. A 
number of players have passed through their ranks, some 
remembered, others forgotten. The group has functioned most 
efficiently when there was at least one classical renegade in their midst: 
Cornelius Cardew in the first half of the group's existence, pianist John 
Tilbury in the current phase. Both contribute(d) an extra sense of the 
pleasure of liberation from imposed strictures. 

Tilbury had already hacked away most of his performing repertoire 
before becoming a permanent member of AMM in the early 1980s; he 
now specialises almost exclusively in — and excels at — the piano 
music of Morton Feldman, John Cage and Cardew. This followed a 
rigorous period of re-evaluation and denunciation during the 70s 
among the musicians associated with AMM. Cardew and Rowe even left 
the group for a few years in 1973, and found themselves in PLM 




making, but I questioned what it was about, 
what it was, and what it was doing. I think I asked the question in a very 
clumsy way, a very unskilful way. If I and Cornelius had asked the 
question in a more supportive and sympathetic way rather than an 
antagonistic, threatening way, I guess the AMM would have worked its 
way through it. We have much more skill in the way we ask rt now.’ 

Rowe rejoined AMM in 1975: "I'd looked into the chasm and seen 
what the alternative was; it gave me an even stronger belief In the AMM 
process.’ Cardew, according to Rowe, was considering playing with 
AMM again at the time of his sudden death in December 1981 — 
killed by a hit-and-run driver. 'I'd arranged for a concert in Bristol, 
probably would have been the following March, of his Treatise, in the 
Arnolfini Gallery. Fie was certainly talking to Eddie and myself about 
possibly performing again in the AMM.’ 

That event spurred the current phase of AMM: John Tilbury, Cardew's 
former colleague, was invited to play with Rowe and Prevost Tilbury 
recollects the first session: "We met in the place in Deptford where my 
piano was housed — I think it was where Lady Flamiiton used to receive 
her paramours, including Nelson. There wasn’t much discussion, except 
perhaps a kind of informal welcome. I think maybe Keith said something 
like, 'When I listen to some of the duo recordings [with Prevost) that 
we've been making, I hear piano sounds in there which are not there.' 
Obviously he was hearing the sounds which Cornelius used to make. 
They wanted me to fit the bill there, although I guess my own 
contribution has taken it in a particular direction in the same way that 


The integrity of the group has always relied on the individual 
condition of its members at any (me, but that doesn’t alter the status of the 
music in any way. That is the nature of the collective; that is the wager 
implicit in achieving the state of anarchy. The music is the principle, the 

where questions about the principle can be fed in. Whether or not an 
answer will be given — that is not subjea to control. Ten years ago, Prevost 
described it thus: 'Wkh AMM, what we’ve always been interested in doing is 
going into the outside world and bringing problems back into the must to 
solve. There has always been a lot of informabon fed into AMM in order to 
solve the problems it presents. This improvisabon Is inherently about 
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problem-soiving; it's inherently dialogical... In 
other kinds of Western music those things aren't 
paramount, the received wisdom comes Into 
play before you can even begin to address those 
problems.'' John Tilbury was trained on the 
'received wisdoms' of classical music, whose 
choices can be made in the luxury of time, 
whose problems can be solved at the desk, with 
pencil and eraser. Its constructon comes from working conditions that are 
starting to seem hopelessly out of reach. 

AMM's improvisations call for a peculiar sensitivity to the situation (or 
at times, the plight) of one's comrades. Decisions have to be taken 
individually, responsibility taken for one's own noise. As Tilbury puts it 
■Sometimes the waiting before you enter, or contribute a sound, is 
because you're seriously having to think about how and whether and 
why, what you should contribute at any given moment You're listening 
all the time to everything, and its a question of how can I enhance or 
contradict this, or change this, all those kinds of questions, which with us 
have to be instantly resolved or partially resolved — often they're not 
On a bad night there might be an accumulation of problems which might 
end up unresolved at the end.' 

That those problems are even admitted is radical enough. There's 
always been this sense of honesty, this resignation to the music, to help 
them through the more difficult times. "Ultimately, AMM will fail," they 
once announced, though typically omitting to mention whom, exactly, 
they'd be failing. Similarly, Keith Rowe reflects, "I think ifs painful for a lot 
of people; I don't think it's particularly pleasant, AMM, for a lot of folk I 
think they listen to it and think, ‘God, I'm glad that's over, I don't want to 
go through that again." 

"The audience, their participation, their empathy," says Tilbury, 
■probably the awareness of that has increased over the years. I think the 
AMM projects its sounds more these days. In the old days it was much 
more introvert: the audience were overhearing something and I think it's 
changed from that People think of us as a unity, which we are, but there 
are lots of differences on all kinds of levels between the three of us." 

These differences set off the force that creates the current Friction, or 
resistance, is dealt with and channeled in the most efficient manner 
available. "Sometimes," explains Tilbury, "when other people play with us, 
and because it's a little bit unfamiliar to them, they'll do something, and I 
think, 'Well, what do you do when somebody does something that you 
don't like?' You can’t go up to them and say, 'Don't play that!' You have 
to somehow take them by the hand and lead them somewhere else — 
but then why should you even do that? Maybe they don't like what you're 
doing, so who am I to judge? That's not just a musical question, thafs 
also an ethical question" 


'You can't either play music or live your life," says Rowe. "There's no 
actual division between those two: they're part of the same continuum. If 
you're playing in AMM, what do you do to rehearse? ifs actually living. How 
do you live your life? You live your Ife with full attenton to whafs going on, 
both politically and artistically; being conscious of yourself — who you are 
and what you are — and you do all these things correctly... Well, you just 
play music, and it reflects all that other stuff." 

So at the moment, the music is for the players m the 

most direct sense: they are the only ones who feed their problems straight 

anyone who might be listening. Whatever happens during that space of 
time, you are hearing an intelligent music that is a response to its own 
structures, freak occurrences and fuzzy logic, that responds to no other 
demands. "Professionalism s one of the most terrible things in music," says 
John Tilbury. "Most professional musicians, especially people playing 
'contemporary' must, are indifferent to their produtt This is a horrendous 
indictment of the state of must in Western society: that ifs all dovm to the 
cash nexus. With the AMM, for better or for worse — it doesn't say 
anything about the actual quality of the must — at least ifs for real." 

In the en(d — if there can be one — AMM must just 

is, and, whether you are a transmitter or receiver of it, you alone have 
the choice of what to do with it The experience for the transmitters, by 
their own accounts, is a delight, transcendent even. Keith Rowe. "When 
you're stroking the instrument, thafs all there is, thafs the world at that 
point There is nothing else. There is no past there is no future. In AMM 
we've always proceeded along that line: always be where you are; and I 
think thafs the secret Life within the music is actually paying attention to 
what you're doing at that time, and not trying to look forward or look 
back. So the improvisation you're making, which might only last two 
minutes, in a strange way that is equivalent to 30 years. The truth is, 
maybe you're always playing the same piece." And you start to wonder 
whae the music stops. □ 
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Today, Dub, the studio music deveioped 
in Kingston in the 60s and 70s by King Tubby, 
Lee Perry, Erroi T and others, is the virus 
infecting and mutating such musical styles as Jungle, House, 
Techno, Ambient and more. Here, Steve Barrow tells the story of dub's 
origins and talks exclusively to 


some of its distant pioneers. 


Every year Jamaican music gains wider recognition as 

the original inspiration for many facets of modern dance music culture. 
A rave, be it one programming Jungle, Techno or House, is just a big 
dance, with a massive sound system on which DJs present special 
mixes. In Jamaica they've been doing that for more than 40 years; 
every Jamaican sound system (or 'set) has always had its own 'specials', 
exclusive recordings made specifically for a particular set and not 
available commercially, and only heard if you go to that sound's dances. 
Furthermore, such crucial developments as the dub remix, the 
foregrounding of drum and bass in the mix, giant sound systems with 
double decks, rapping — all these were first developed or prefigured in 
the Jamaican dance hall. In particular, studio techniques like remixing, 
sampling and the practice of re-using rhythm tracks to create new 
editions of a particular song — the version — were all pioneered by 
Kingston engineers such as the late Osbourne 'King Tubb/ Ruddock 
and Errol'T' Thompson, working alongside producers like Lee Perry, 
Bunny Lee and Niney Holness well over 20 years ago. 

But the history of dub in Jamaica goes back even further. In the 
early 50s, the only records made in Jamaica were occasional 
recordings of the indigenous mento style. Then one day in 1954, the 
schoolboy vocal duo of Bunny Robinson and Skully Sims stood on a 
couple of beer crates so that they could that they could reach the 
microphone in Stanley Motta's tiny Kingston studio — "Like a matches 
box to the studios now," Skully told me in Kingston in March 1994. 
Inspired by US duos like Shirley And Lee and Gene And Enice, they 
made the first R&B tune ever recorded in Jamaica. It was a ballad 
called "Till The End Of Time' and they got their copy of the song on a 
one-off acetate disc called a dub. "Dub: that was the size of the 
record,' said Skully, who is perhaps better known today as the 
percussionist on hundreds of sessions for every Jamaican producer. 
Dub was the American term for such acetate records; later terms used 
in Jamaica were 'wax' or 'soft wax'. 

When sound system owners like element 'Coxsone' Dodd 
and Duke Reid strated making records in 1959, they previewed their 
music in this same dub form to their patrons in the dance hall. It was both 
a method of assessing demand for a particular record and a means of 
attracting an audience who would follow the sound system to hear 


exclusive music that no other set could play. During the early 60s, 
competition between sound systems around Kingston’s 'Beat Street was 
fierce. ('Beat Street’ was the name given to the area of downtown 
Kingston were all the major dance halls were located. These 'halls’ usually 
consisted of an enclosed piece of land that had been flattened and 
cleared for dancing and were known as 'lawns’.) Sets such as Sir Coxsone 
Down Beat, Duke Reid The Trojan and King Edwards dominated the area, 
with systems like Prince Buster, Cavaliers and V-Rocket in close 
contention. Ths sense of competition between sound systems (particularly 
in relation to having new and exclusive versions of the most popular 
tracks) has provided the underlying dynamic of Jamaican music for over 
three decades; and it stimulated the development of Jamaican ska when 
the supply from the USA of R&B singles dried up at the end of the 50s 
(due to the advent of white rock 'n' roll). 

By 1967, rock Stoady, the style pioneered by producers Joe 
Gibbs, Derrick Morgan, and particularly Duke Reid at his infamous 
Treasure Isle studio, had replaced ska in the dance hall; many other 
sound systems had also come to play. In the former Jamaican capital 
Spanish Town, sets such as Stereo, Son's Junior, Killer Whip and Ruddy's 
The Supreme Ruler Of Sound played venues like Prison Oval and 
Ackee-Wackee Lawn, and were proving tough competitors on the scene. 
Rudolph 'Ruddy Redwood, owner of Ruddy's, had started a record shop 
in Spanish Town around 1957 and built a little sound system with four 
speaker boxes to entertain friends at private parties: "Then I started 
improve on the sound, and start playing at dances and compettions. I 
get involve with Duke Reid, Coxsone, an’ then I started gettin' [exclusive] 
records from Duke Reid mosty, an' then Coxsone start givin' me dubs — 
they call it dubs that (me, yunno, special records." 

Ruddy became the dominant set in Spanish Town, with his deejay and 
selector (effectively a set's MC) Wicked, and later. Mango. He was 
renowned for his unrivalled selection of rock steady productions 
recorded at Reid's Treasure Isle studio by singers such as Alton Ellis and 
Phyllis Dillon, and several superb vocal groups — The Techniques, The 
Melodians, and significantly for the history of dub. The Paragons 
featuring John Holt As Ruddy remembers; 1 was playin' at a dance one 
night and I was playin' this record [The Paragons'] "On The Beach" — it 
was released on 45 before, but those times they don't put the version 
on one side, they only put another record on the other side. So I was 
playin' it and it was nice for the people, so I went back to [Byron] Smith 
[Duke Reid's engineer]. Smithy's was his name, he was cuttin' some 
dubs for me. I hear [the "On The Beach'] riddim, and he said, 'Whoa, 
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King Tubby's dub mixes 

developed a sound as recognisable 
as Phil Specter's wall of sound 

or the Sun Records echo chamber 


had discovered the remix; and in Jamaica it soon became known as 
the 'version'. 

Following Ruddy's lG3d, other producers got wo versioning 
in 1968, Bunny Lee gave Ruddy a cut of Siim Smith's "Everybody 
Needs Love" six months before it was released. Bunny also took his 
friend Osbourne 'Tubby' Ruddock to one of Ruddy’s dances and Tubby 
liked what he heard. Tubby, a skilled electronics engineer, also cut dubs 
at Duke Reid’s studio for use on his own sound system, the Home Town 
Hi-Fi based in Waterhouse, Kingston 18. Even more importantly. Tubby 
used a deejay named Ewart Beckford on his set. 

Better known as U Roy, Beckford was an admirer of Jamaica’s first 
selector/deejay/MC the late Couht Machuki; he had also served his 
apprenticeship on such 60s sets as Sir Mike The Musical Thunderstorm 
and Dickie's Dynamic. MCing at Tubby's dances, U Roy knew exactly 
how to create exciting, original, spontaneous lyrics in the new space 
offered by the version. Up on stage, U Roy would wait for a track to 
start and let a line or two of the original vocal go by before coming in on 
the mic with his own improvised rap. This created a storm in the dance 
halls during 1969. John Holt, the lead singer of The Paragons, heard 


Scott, a singer who had been a member of The Federals, talk over 
some of his best rock steady rhythms, including the hit "Draw Your 
Brakes'. Talking over rhythm soon became a fully-fledged mode of 
expression in its own right; and it's one that is with us still, whether it be 
in HipHop, dancehall or Jungle. 

By the early 70s, King Tubby had become the top 

sound in Kingston. He had also acquired a disc-cutter. In 1972 he had 
a two track tape machine and a home made mixer; he began working 
closely with producers Lee Perry and Bunny Lee. In 1974 Bunny Lee 
brokered a deal with Byron Lee's Dynamic Studios that enabled Tubby 
to buy the studio's four track board. Producers like Bunny, Winston 
Riley, Roy Cousins, Leonard Chin, Vivian Jackson and Carlton Patterson 
left their tapes at Tubby's to be versioned. Tubby would cut dubs for all 
the sound systems. Ranking Joe Jackson, who deejayed U Roy's own 
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\ Over at Channel One, drummer siy 

Dunbar and bass player Robbie Shakespeare, who 
sn initially brought together by Bunny Lee in 
II the mid-70s for Aggrovators sessions, had 
7 become the dominant rhythm section in the 
/ Kingston studios. Their Taxi label, started as a 
■ ■ ■ 'tr Skin Flesh & 

^ Bones productions 

- as, by 1977, 

starting to deliver hil 
Gregory Isaacs's ‘Soon Forward" 

Furthermore, Sly And “ 
were at the beginning of 
when their session service; 
increasing demand by Kingston's 
international stars; they were touring V 
with Peter Tosh and, as the 80s began, ''' 
with Black Uhuru. Their increasing absence ' 
from the recording scene created a vacuum ' 
which was filled by The Roots Radies, a 
Morwells group led by Maurice 'Blacka' Wellington and Bingy Bunny, t 

Channel One, The Radies s! . 

and totally heavy fashion; these rhythms soon became popular in the 
testing ground of the dancehall. Indeed, the style was soon named 
'dancehall' perse, and when The Radies linked up with Gregory Isaacs 
and, by 1979, a new producer called Fienry 'Junjo' Lawes, dancehall 
had become the dominant style in Kingston. 

'Junjo' Lawes soon became the pivotal producer of dancehall. Like 
Bunny Lee, he came from the ghetto — in his case Mackay Lane at 
Three Mile — ahd when he first began to follow dances as a youth in 
the early 70s he moved with a crowd that included well respected men 
like Jack Massop, father of Claude Massop. His first production was for 
prototypical dancehall vocalist (and hit-making 
producer in his own right) Linval Thompson. That 
i named "Jah Jah Guiding Star", with a 
illed "Macki Lane Rock" in tribute to 
JunJo's neighbourhood. 

Overton 'Scientist' Brown became Junjo's 
I preferred mixing engineer, both before he 
j left Tubby's and when he was hired by the 
m Brothers at Channel One. 

Tubby started building a new studio, from 
which he would issue records as a producer 
from 1985, scoring straight away with 
Anthony Red Rose's "Temper". With Tubby 

concentrating on construction t. 

demand for the dub album pi 
declined by the mid-80s. King Tubby's 
innovations became part of a tradition . 
that still lives on in Kingston and beyond, / 
in spite of his senseless murder r ' 

February 1989, at a time wher 
looked like becoming a major studio 
force within the music. 

That single tragedy really marked tl 
end of a somewhat protracted first golden ' 
age of dub; since then dub has continued as a 
powerful influence on such forms as Juhgle, 
though the dub side of the traditional Jamaican 7’ 45 remains a 
fixture to this day, even with the new digital music ushered in by 
Wayne Smith and King Jammy's 1985 cut "Sleng Teng". The younger 


generation of Jamaican mixers, beginning with Soijie and Peter 
Chemist and the former Jammy's engineer Bobby 'Digital' Dixon, and 
including newer faces like Colin 'Bulby' York, have shown themselves 
well capable of mixing excellent modern digital dub. Indeed King 
Jammy, his son John John and engineer Fatman are rumoured to be 
preparing a new dub album for release during 1995. Dub will 
continue well into the next millennium, an entirely suitable 
accompaniment for such an epochal event □ 

0 being the UK's premier commentator on Jamaican 
; Steve Barrow is ASR director of the Biood And Fire label. The 
le of the Yabby U classic King Tubby's 
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1. Aquarius Dub (H Chin-toy, Aquarius JA, 1973) Mix H Chin-Loy 

2. Blackboaid Jungle (Lee Perry, Upsetter JA 1974) Mix: king 
TubbyAee Perry 

3. Dub From The Roots (Bunny Lee, Totai Sounds JA, 1974) Mix: 

4. Java Dub (Ciive CNn, impact JA, 1974) Mix: Erroi Thompson 

5. The Roots Of Dub (Bunny Lee, Totai Sounds JA, 1975) Mix: King 
Tubby 

6. African Dub All Mighty (Joe Gibbs, Gibbs Record Giobe J A, 

1975) Mix: Erroi Thompson 

7. Pick A Dub (Keith Hudson, Mamba UK, 1975) Mix Erroi Thompson at 
Rand/s, King Tubby 

8. Dub Me Baby (Maurice Weliington, Motweii JA, 1975) Mix: Pat Keily 
at King Tubby's 

9. King Tubby Meets Rockers Uptown (Augustus Pablo, Yard 
JA, 1975) Mix: King Tubby 

10. Harry Mudie Meets King Tubby In Dub 
Conference Volume One (Harry A Mudie, Moodbc Records JA, 

1976) Mix: King Tubby 

11. Vital Dub Strictly Rockers (Jo Jo Hookim, Well Charge JA, 

1976) Mix: Ernest Hookim and Ossie Hibbert at Channel One 

12. King Tubby’s Prophesy Of Dub (Vivian "Yabby U' Jackson, 
Prophets UK, 1976) Mbc King Tubby 

13. Tappa Zukie In Dub (D Sinclair, Stars UK1976)MixatKTs 

14. Africa Must Be Free By 1983 (Augustus Pablo, Rockers 
International JA, 1979) Mix: Prince Jammy at King Tubby's 

15. Treasure Dub Volume One (Sonia Pottinger, HighNote JA, 

1977) Mix: Errol Brown 

16. Leggo Dub (Trevor Leggo Douglas, Cash & Carry JA 1978) Mix: Ossie 

17. Jammies In Lion Dub Style (L James, Jammy's J A 1978) 

Mix: Prince Jammy 

18. Juk’s Incorporated (C Dodd, Fotward JA, circa 1978) Mix: 
CtementDodd 

19. African Anthem Dubwise (Michael Campbell, Cruise UK 
1979) Mix: King Tubby, Prince Jammy, Mikey Dread 

20. Dangerous Dub (Jah Screw/Ranking Joe, Copasetic UK 1980) Mix: 
King Tubby and Jah Screw 

21. In The Light Dub (Horace Andy/Everton DaSilva, Hungry Town JA, 
1979) Mix: Prince Jammy 
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During the 60s, Tony Conrad col laborated 


with La Monte Young and Faust, and was a crucial 


Tony Conrad lives under the shadow of a rather unkind 
irony. In the 1960s he was a member of the most important early 
minimalist ensemble, playing violin in a collective group alongside La 
Monte Young, John Cale, Marian Zazeela and Angus MacLise. For three 
years, private practice sessions and live performances of this profoundly 
influental music were constantly recorded, but since the disbanding of the 
group Young has kept an iron grip on the tapes, allowing no one to 
duplicate or release them and only permitting selective Istening. 

In our record-centred world, Conrad is thus scaled down to a footnote 
in all but the most informed accounts of the 60s avant garde, though one 
hears the resounding echoes of the group’s 'dream music’ through Rhys 
Chatham and Glenn Branca into No Wave and Sonic Youth, Main, and 
finally, Jim O’Rourke’s glacial tabletop guitar records. And the final twa in 
Conrad’s Ifeline is that he is best known not for his major contribution to 
this suppressed milestone in minimal music, postmodernism and 
conceptual art — which took years of intense work — but for an 
encounter with the German group Faust that lasted only a single day. 

It's been 23 years since the release of Outside The Dream Syndicate, 
Conrad’s brilliant, legendary (and recently reissued) collaboration with 
Faust A reunion wkh the group will take place in London later this month 
(see below). On the same day, Conrad, aged 55, will finally launch his 
second record. Slapping Pythagoras, which features Tony on violin along 
with a second violinist bass clarinet cello, percussion, and a six-piece 
bowed-guitar ensemble (of which I was a member). 

Making the record was by turns a study in frustration and exhilaration. 
Clad in pyjamas and a newspaperman's hat Conrad was bright quirky, 
articulate, responsive and prone to pep-talks. He painstakingly retuned 
guitars and fiddles, then guided the group (with the steady assistance of 
producer O'Rourke and engineer Steve Albini) through a range of 
mkrotonal materials, drawing pulsing throbs and shimmering overtones out 
of the long drones. And when he took the violin — lightly amplified — in hs 
hand to demonstrate a particular inten/al he became a true alchemist the 
eerie beating of close frequency ratios betrayed aeons of ear-training. 

The son of artist-intellectuals - his mother studied 

structuralism in France during the 1920s and his father was a portrait 
painter — Conrad grew up listening to country and bluegrass music on the 
radio in Baltimore, Maryland. In high school he studied violin with Ronald 
Knudsen, who introduced him to many of the aspects of harmonic 
structure, intonation and acoustic theory in which Conrad would later 


presence at the birth of The Velvet 
Underground. Now, with the help of Jim 
O'Rourke and Steve Albini, his 'dream music' is 
entering the 90s with renewed vigour. 
John Corbett reports. 


immerse himself He was a maths student at Harvard at the time when 
Christian Wolff, Fredert Rzewski and David Behrman were in grad school. 
Through concerts arranged by them, Conrad was exposed to the music of 
Stockhausen, Cage and David Tudor. 

"When Cage came along and indicated that almost any kind of sound 
was suitable for being listened to, it created a crisis for composers," he 
says on the phone from his home in Buffalo. 'The modernist interpretaton 
was that he was shifting the emphasis in composition towards the 
strategies rather than the matenals of the traditional music composer. But 
I chose to take the nrare radical lesson to heart, which was boiled dovwi in 
Dennis Johnson’s one-word composition: LISTEN. Listening as an active 
way of entering into the sound was an answer to the challenge of being a 
composer and being invested in music' 

With no interest in pursuing mathematics, Conrad left for Europe after 
graduating. There he studied the experimental string tradition in baroque 
music, particularly the work of Heinrich Ignatz Franz Von Biber. When he 
returned, he found that New York was brimming with exciting possibilfries, 
many centred around La Monte Young, the composer he had met in 
California. Moving to the Big Apple, he collaborated with film maker Jack 
Smith (Conrad himself is a highly successful experimental film and video 
maker; his film Flicker is acknowledged as a classic), which led to his 
presence at the birth of The Velvet Underground. 

■I’d had this apartment with Jack, and after Jack left I invited Cale to 
come share the rent with me. I had been playing with La Monte, John and 
Angus at this point. John and I got picked up for a band called The 
Primitives, which was a studio invention made up by some low-profilers 
from Pickwick Records. They had been hanging out cutting singles in the 
basement, getting high and whooping and hollering. They decided to 
release some of this stuff, so they had to find some young men who could 
stand up in front of an audience and bang on a guitar. Through social 




connections they happened to land on me and John, 'cause we were 
unkempt — that meant we looked a little bit like The Beatles or 
something. We tapped the sculptor Walter De Maria for this, too, 'cause he 
was a drummer. We played around New Jersey at high schools, radio 
stations. And we had to use their singer. That was Lou [Reed].’ 

While Reed, Cale and MacLise eventually moved into the subversive pop 
world, Conrad continued playing with Young and the 'dream music' 
ensemble. *1 think all of us were painfully aware that we were doing the 
most interesting avant garde music of the tme,’ he says. They drew on 
common interests — especially Indian music — in formulating and 
nurturing their own concepts, intensely examining the 'inner-structure' of 
pitch materials and developing new approaches to intonafcn. 'We started 
playing this kind of music which was not composed, working within an 


about What I'm doing currently is basically aimed at trying to undercut 
that and find ways to dismantle that traditon. It has to be reconstructed 
from the ground up." 

“I was born at a time of absolutes” reflects Conrad later. 
■But now we have Mkthel Foucauk and ideas about history as construct 
and as discourse — happily. It's welcome to me to have available models 
that allow you to see something about the way you can recirculate your 
own values without the domination of historical inevitability or a higher 
order of good. What I'm interested in is a Iktie more human. It has to do 
with the relationship between something that I know somehow exists out 
there and my ability to achieve it, between the people and what they think 
they're trying to do. It is the desire, not the achieving of perfection, that is 





Right now, Caspar Brotzmann’s free rock power 
trio Massaker are producing the most intense and 


Caspar Brotzmann doesn t take inspiring guitar music anywhere. Ben Watson met the 

kindly to being called a guitar player (“It's just a 

tool-, he says), but his attack on the instrument Germanguitaristin Londonand discoveredthatthe'New 

— explosive, obstreperous, large scale, textural, 
timbra! — asserts the material facts of string- 

pickup-amplifier more bluntly than anyone else Hendrix’ is Something of a reluctant axe hero, 
currently involved in rock Sonic Youth, Helmet, 

Pigface — they're all clamouring for his attention. 

How does he sound? Blocks of sound unleashed 
in Vardsian wraparound battlescapes, instant 
abstract klangfarben constructions to delight the 
surviving posses of unrepentant modernists (warming themselves round 
bonfires made of Joe Satriani albums): guitar improvisation as sonic 
weight and filigree counterbalance. No wonder people are saying that 
there's been nothing like it in guitar music since Jimi Hendrix. 


Photography by Harry Borden. 


Those who champion the sampler over the guitar as the 
preeminent noise-machine for aural postmodernism — cybernetic, 
androgynous, cool, untouchable — conveniently omit its technical 
dependence on the most restrictive device of classical instrumentation: 
the keyboard. Sampling so frequently returns its users to Grade Five 
piano banality (witness the inanities at the softboiled end of Ambient — 
try Orbital's SnMIizotion), that it seems more logical to cast it as an 
agent of control, a hangover from history, rather than a gateway to new 
musical possibilities. 

Brotzmann's self-taught guitar-man physicality breaks through to 
sounds unheard of in the sampled universe. With the right digits in 
le guitar's analogue capability, its microtonal penetrations, 


scale. Notonously a man of few words, he often says that everything is 
■simple" — but this is the kind of simplicity that upsets applecarts. 
Jiggers the smooth flow of stockmarket figures refleaed in the requisite 
mirrorshades, asks questions about the emperor's clothes. Brotzmann's 
Neo-pnmibvism seems poised to give pop/rock just the jolt it needs. 

Caspar Brotzmann was born in 1962, and brought up m 

Kreuzberg, an area of West Berlin by the Wall that was colonized by 
rebels and squatters; the bohemian left galvanized by the struggles of 
1968 (though currently — especially with reunification — it is 
succumbing to respeaability and bourgeois order). Brought up by a flute¬ 
playing mother (along with a sister), he likes to downplay any influence 
from his (frequently absent) father, Peter Brotzmann, Germany's one- 
man free jazz saxophone revolution. But he does acknowledge the 
liberating influence of the bohemian milieu he grew up in. 

■When I was little, three or four years old, black and white people were 
sitting on the kitchen table, crazy people, dmnk and whatever, sleeping on 
tables when I woke up in the nnoming I was brought up in this kind of 
atmosphere — and this was my home. When I was 14 years old I started 
to play my own way on guitar. I found this old guitar belonging to a friend 
of [jazz composer] Carla Bley and I started to play. It was in the next 


me that this was my thing. I already knew then what I 
forward, straight ahead, to find a way to play.' 
power trio Massaker was formed with bassist Eduardo 
lixed Spanish/German parentage, and drummer Danny 
Egypt and who lives in 
released five albums, inspiring rabid 
I measure. It is evident from the records 
and the gigs that Massaker is a band. Brotzmann's guitar evokes split- 
second responses from Lommen that could only come from 
spontaneous interaction, though sectional planning and portentous, 
doomy riffs indicate Massakefs origins in the same scene that gave 
birth to Berlin cult groups Deutsche Amerikanische Freundschaft and 
Einsturzende Neubauten. Massacre (the English translation of the 
band's name; Caspar threatens jokingly to terminate the interview when 
I point out that the German pronunciation sounds to English ears more 
like a partcular Greek dish) was also the name of a ground-breaking 
record made by Fred Frith, Bill Laswell and Fred Maher in New York in 
the early 80s, when No Wave musicians sought to trash the dividing line 
between punk assault and free jazz outreach. 

Like many artists, Brotzmann is loath to locate himself in any tradition 
or movement outside his immediate circle of friends and collaborators 
(which include Conny Plank, the legendary German producer, 
Diamanda Galas and Jim 'Foetus' Thirwell). Although people have 
mentioned the name of the New York free jazz rock guitarist Rudolph 
Grey to him, he hasn't checked him out nor has he heard of Stefan 
Jaworzyn and Ascension, London's own apocalyptic electric guitar 
reinventors. Still, he is amenable to the idea that such parallel reactions 
against the academic tweedles of post-Metheny jazz and 'Heavy Metal' 
guitar reinforce the logic of his aesthetic rather than render it otiose, 
calling them "maybe unknown friends". 

In a pop scene still reeling from House's discovery of the 
sampler — the virtual worlds of Ambient and Techno — Brotzmann's 
insistence on active musicianship has the pleasing scent of heresy. 
Although there is a long tradition of progressive Luddism in rock 
(skiffle's broom-basses and washboards originally allowed Trad Jazz to 
outflank Modern Jazz by creating the Blues Boom, RSB and Rock-as- 
we-know-it), that is not really where Brotzmann stands. He says he is 
pleased that on his recordings, "you can hear that people are playing 


live: sometimes I feel like I'm 
doing an 'old-fashioned' thing, 
though really that makes no 
sense because this is the time 
of the world." In an important 
technicai sense, Brdtzmann is 
no Luddite: he is pioneering a 
pristine paiette of original 
sounds, while the albums, in 
common with state-of-the-art 
films like Amateur 
Bom Killers, use the breathless 
eroticism and drama of the 
latest digital recording 
technology — knocks and 
scrapes recorded with such 
immediacy the effect is visceral, 

Brbtzmann appears 
arrived from nowhere, 
he really? He laughs when 

he is a 'Grufti' (Iterally'' 
in crypts', a Berlin term for the 
city's Goth-inflected punk 
rockers), and replies, 'Do I loci' 
like a Grufd? A Dracula, maybe.’ 
The CO 



ae familiar to anyone 
who has seen the paintings of 
AR Penck, Georg Baselitz or other early 80s 
German artists charatterised as 'Die Neuen Wilden’ 

(Neo-Pdmitive) for their embrace of the tribal, the 
irrational and the shamank:. Brbtzmann's image of 
a deer is rendered cave painting style. Song titles 
(“The Tribe", ‘Hunter Song") confirm such 
allegiances. As with his music, though, Brdtzmann 
is loath to acknowledge the influence of external 
ideas. Paradoxically, his rhetoric is sheer Neo- 
Primitivism: 'instinct' is more important than 
knowledge of artiste currents. 

■| started painting for the second record, Black Axis. The recording 
was finished in the studio, we needed a cover and I started paintng — 
five and a half years ago, I was painting animals." His father started out 
as a painter, but turned to the saxophone out of disgust with the art 
market, and its provision of commodities for speculation by the rich (to 
this day Peter Brdtzmann supplies some of the best album covers to be 
5d in finding out what ideological 


lamnota^1lit3.r player— 

I work for the atmosphere. 

The instrument is not important. What is 
important is whether you have something to say. 
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doing — it's about that I take care of my work, my friends, my friends 
and my work. It's really important to have friends in your life. Its totally 
simple, that's why all the time I am saying that I am just a musician. I can 
make interviews with really big words in a newspaper but I don't I like 

Caspar is currently signed to the Blast r 


1,1 ask Caspar if he knows any painters in unsurprisingly, the label's owner, Paul Smith, applauds the guitarist’s 


■|'m not interested in that," he replies curtly. ‘For me, its a lot of fun 
to paint, if I have time to sit somewhere. For example, for the cover of 
Home I had five days holiday in Milan, I was sitting down with a balcony, 
a big sea-board in front of me, mountains, it was really hot — I was 
painting. For me, it's the same as playing guitar, Just like that. I really 
have fun. If it's no fun I don't do it — sometimes musicians invite me to 
go in the studio to play this solo for this and I can earn this money — 
but if there is no feeling for myself, I don’t do that That's what I mean, 
that I take care of my own quality and my friends. What I've learned 
from these 500 interviews is to bring all words on a point that I am 


"The crifics' take on Caspar is interesting, they're so trying to put a 
square peg in a round hole. He’s never heard of anyone, and he's also 
not the slightest bit interested and that interests me. I told him Philip 

you know, Philip Glass, you'll have heard of Philip Glass, and he was 
saying, 'No' — and he's also not interested in knowing who Philip Glass is 
and I find that really interesting!" 

The inspiring paradox is that Brbtzmann's naivety — his belief in 
intuition, in playing live, in releasing what is played without studio 
manipulation — nas had such a complex and stunned reception in the 


38 The Wire 







rock press. "Biba Kopf called me a noisy bastard," he says. "In America 
they call me the 'demon decibel'." Of course, the constrained world of 
rock-pop has never heard (of) Sonny Sharrock, James Blood Ulmer, 
Derek Bailey, Jean-Paul Bourelly, Joe Morris, Rudolph Grey, Stefan 
Jaworzyn or Billy Jenkins, which no doubt explains why Brotzmann has 
been described as 'gargantuan noise assauir {Must From The Empty 
Quarter), "mega-noise" (Se/ect), "harrowing" {Vox). Aaually, he plays 
soaring psychedelic guitar full of iridescent colours and dramatic gear- 
changes. Home, it is true, works towards a slightly portentous (Grufti?) 
Industrial thump that shows connections to Berlin's infatuation with 
Bauhaus and Cabaret Voltaire — but Merry Christmas, an improvised 
duet album with FM 'Mufti' Einheit from Einsturzende Neubauten that 
was released by Blast First at the end of last year, is a triumphant 
bouquet of incandescent guitar sounds in the tradition of Bailey versus 
Bennink, Zappa versus Wackermann, and Jenkins versus Noble. Also, the 
recording is exemplary, which gives Brotzmann even more of an edge. 

But Brotzmann bridles at such relegation to the guitar pantheon, 
however illustrious. 

'In the end, though, I am not a guitar player — I work for the 
atmosphere. I use my guitar as a tool — just a tool to say what I have to 
say. It could be a piano or a trumpet, I don't care. The instrument is not 
important — what is important is whether you have something to say or 
not, a way to bring out what you feel, what you think, what you're angry 
about. Thaf s why I always say I'm not a guitar player." 

Merry Christmas begins and ends with tracks called "Panzerketten" 
(which translates as "Tank Convoys"). There's a tank pictured on the 
cover and the finish is gun-metal grey. There's also a track called 
"Solingen", the name of the German town where racists fire-bombed an 
immigrant hostel and killed four people. Brotzmann is wary of taking to 
the political soap-box. 

'It's not a big thing. On Merry Christmas I was making the cover and 
all the titles. "Solingen" was Just — you have to excuse my English, it's 
not so perfect — look, this has happened. Just a kind of give-hands- 
to-the-families, if you can buy this record, there is the word, 
"Solingen". It's a very simple way, ifs not a very theoretic thing — just 
to give something, that's all. But in the end, I really mean: to listen to 
this kind of music you don't need titles. If you listen to the music, you 
know. Especially for Solingen. I can look at all these bad things that are 
going on, you look at the world, all these bad things from South Africa 
to Yugoslavia or whatever — to play, to say 'no' In your music to all 
these bad things, that's what I do. To give my feeling a kind of way, the 
emotions." 

Despite Brotzmann’s limited English, he seems to have 

found the words to describe militant music that is political in its very 
texture — dub, early PiL, Revolutionary Dub Warriors — rather than in 
well-meaning lyrics added as afterthought icing. Perhaps it is better this 
way, as Brotzmann's verbal politics tend to be limited to the kind of 
pious wishes that feature daily in any liberal newspaper: 

"All I can say is that I try to find a kind of freedom that means that the 
next day I can say, I was doing my best — making music talk. Freedom 
— I'm not a person who is going on the street and shooting down 
someone else because he is bad; if I read a newspaper and see what's 
going on in the world, all these wars, it's so stupid, so silly — what can 
you do? You can play — that's my turn, I can play what I think. This is 
my answer to all these problems, to whaTs going on...' 

I tell him that whatever my sense of the limitations of art as a political 
tool, I am glad that he makes music. 

"But ifs not easy. But I was so young and found a kind of work, that I 


something straight in your life. It makes a lot of things easy, but it makes 
a lot of things heavy too. It was straight ahead." 

Blast First have flown Brotzmann over to London from New 
York especially for this interview, but he lets drop that, for him, the 
exercise has little point 

"i did miilions of interviews over the last year and a half in America, 
in England and in Germany. Lots of the time the question is, music is a 
language — I'm just a musician, thafs all. If you really try to explain 
music in words... It makes more sense just to play music. All the time 
I'm saying the same thing. In my life, all the time I'm trying to find a 
way, a kind of freedom in my music and people who are working with 
words are trying to do the same, different expressions or whatever. 

"Ifs my own way to follow my ovm vision, to live like a musician. Ifs heavy 
enough to live my own Ife. I don't care 'f people understand it or not All 
these things, how to make music, how to talk about music, f s all not the 
point — the point is that I can go on stage and play. If I'm on stage, then I 
can talk — but all these other things, they're not really necessary." 

Towards the end of the interview, Caspar impresses on me that he 
wants me to think deeply about the life experience behind the words, 
'On stage is where I feel at home'. 

'If I say in English, for example, that on stage it feels like home, you 
have to think of what it means — it means that I'm 32 years old, I've 
been playing for 18 years, I learn one step after another. I've found 
friends, I know friends, I follow my way — thafs the reason one of the 
records is called Black Axis. I follow my own path, my own vision — I 
can hear music, I dream music, for example. For me to say that the 
stage is like a home means a lot. Behind these few words, there's a 
lot of life behind. To follow your own vision, to follow it through, for a 
long long time, that makes you a little bit strong. You know what 
you're doing." 

Merry Christmas sold 4000 copies within two and a 

half weeks, a staggering amount for music that would be equally at 
home on Derek Bailey's tiny Incus label. Not that Brotzmann is a 
plutocrat of Sting proportions: his extensive live work lets him pay his 
rent on his Berlin flat, but he can't live 'in luxury". But, in a way, his Neo- 
Primitivist romanticism, his insistence on the absolute freedom of art, 
the home he has found on stage, his disinterest in how his music is 
disseminated, serves to occlude one of the most inspiring aspects of his 
art his spanner-in-the-works function in pop, his (and his record label's) 
ability to project free jazz into the rock clubs, his unsettling of niche 
marketing. Neo-Primitivism, in all its tongue-tied 'creative' purity, cannot 
acknowledge such a wish to epater the commercial order. It means 
that, for example, Brotzmann's hatred of fascism remains just that — he 
cannot see how it links in with capitalism's need for a 'radical' 
movement that will leave property relations intact, how the daily 
processes of exploitation demand an enemy, a scapegoat, that is not 
the system itself 

How do you feel about the state of rock, I ask him — "I don't care," 
comes the reply. Between punk and Grufti, oh what a gulf! The paradox 
is that Brotzmann's utopian art — like Captain Beefheaits, another 
rock artist who paints — makes most sense when infiltrating the 
commercial machinery he disdains to talk about It means more to listen 
to Brotzmann's music — and check out his stunned reviews — than to 
rehearse his art ideology. In these over-conscious, over-ideological, 
over-theorised times, that's a plus. □ 

Home will be released later this month by Blast First (through 
Pimade/RTM) 
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In this month's books section: Music in 
the machine, and Messiaen in space 


Spasm: Virtual Reality, 
Android Music, 

Electric Flesh 
By Arthur Kroker 

ST MARTIN'S PRESS (PBK SI 4.99) 

Arthur Kroker, self-styled panic 
philosopher and Canada's answer 
to Jean Baudrillard, has gwen 
cyber-junkies around the world 
something to party to. For with 
Spasm you buy into a double 
package-Krokehs book of 
android theory and Steve Gibson’s 
accompanying CD of virtual dance 
music. In Kroker's words, Spasm is 
a "theory cyclotron", "an android 
Leviathan", and "the projection of 
the minds of Einstein, Heisenberg 
and Bohr". Where was Kroker when 
Sigue Sigue Sputnik needed him? 

music lovers were troubled by the 
twilight of the gods. This tme round 
they have the twilight of man to 
cope with. The seam between 
human sensations and the 
technology through which people 
engage with the world is becoming 
a stumbling block, a rift in the 
imagination. The body is separated 
from the digital world, where more 
of the aaion increasingly is. But 
though cyborg combinations of 
flesh and electronics - fusing bio- 
and techno-sphere — may not yet 
exist, they already have their own 
subculture. Spasm introduces a 
futuristic posse including 
'recombinant photographeC Linda 
Dawn Hammond and performance 
artist David Thierren — constructor 
of suicide machines and'fetal 



between a hard ant-humanism — 
human intelligence provides "the 
algorithmic orbital statons for gene 
tfavellers"— and a softer fantasy 

digital reality "aaually comes alive, 

manipulate soundscapes with 
greater ease than they can images, 


Kroker places digital music at the 
cutting edge of a possible techno¬ 
consciousness. Sampled music 
enables "a new ecological 
relationship between human 
memory and digital implants". In 
faa he sees the idea of music 
being replaced by an informaton 
field of soundwaves in which 
'recombinant ears might Jack into 
"cyber sounds, wave forms, volume 
swells... looped brains". 

But ifs here that the imagination 
fails. The drive to propel human 
experience beyond the borders of 
skin and into the techno-sphere 
snaps back into a parody of the all 
too human: a pulp future in which 
superhumans like Arnie and Blade 
Runner's Rutger Hauer flesh out 
the gaps in machine aesthetics. 
Kroker is drawn towards images of 
old-style romantic heroes. His 
fellow cybenans are 'dark 
prophetic outriders" and "rugged 
individualists".Gibson'sAkaiS- 
1000 sampler is an Orphic lyre 

Spasm: The CD was designed to 
crash the ear of the humanoid 

it sinks into familiar digital 
gimmickry. The book makes a lot 
of fuss over the clashing registers 
of machine hums, syrupy strings, 
funk. The Stone Roses, Severed 
Heads and Heavy Metal - pages 
are devoted to scoring the sonic 
ironies. But in practice the tracks 
just resolve into poppy dance beats 
or Gregorian chant with bells on. 
Steve Gibson may play Peter 
Greenaway games with 75 digital 
snapshots from Arvo Part on his 
Casio FZ-1, but this hardly bears 
out the promise of sounds beyond 
the reach of the human ear. 

The Millennium Falcon of 
cybernetic theory crashes again 
into kitsch media hype. Why is it 
that philosophers are always more 
interested in Kylie and Jive Bunny 
than Braxton, Stockhausen or 
Metalheads? While Jungle provides 
daily digital madness and Aphex 


Twin DJs wkh sandpaper discs, 
Kroker serves up refried Madonna 
and Michael Jackson over digital 
drum beats. Do androids really 
dream of electronic bleeps? 

Maybe media theorists simply 
aspire to the status of Muzak at a 
Cultural Studies fetish party. Spasm 
promises 'Crash Music’: "A cynical 
sound so intense... that like a 
dying red star it implodes with all of 
the dark intensity of a force field of 
pure inertia and pure speed." 

Which sounds little different from 
Roxy Music's 'driving, high-flying 
chunks and vortices of pure 
electronic wow" of 1972. Kroker 
has seen the future and it belongs 
to art school lounge Irards. 


Oliiriei Messiaen, 
Music And Color: 
Conversations With 
Claude Samuel 

AMAOEUS PRESS (HBK £22.50) 

For Olivier Messiaen, in the 
beginning was the commission 
banquet As he tells it here to 
interviewer Claude Samuel, we 
owe his American masterpiece Des 
Canyons Aux Etoiles to Miss Alice 
Tully, who 'one day had the idea of 

me, but you know how insufferable 
I am, so as always, I refused. To 
change my mind. Miss Tully invited 
me to a lavish dinner. I remember 
an immense cake crowned with 
pistachio frogs spewing Creme 
Chantilly." Confronted with this 

Messiaen relented. 

Rolf Liebermann, manager of the 
Paris Opera, had to haul out the 
big guns. 'He invited me to the 
Elysee Palace and, ceremoniously, 
at the end of a dinner, in the 
presence of Georges Pompidou, 
he said to me: 'Messiaen, you will 
write an opera for the Opera De 
ParisI’ I couldn't refuse in front of 
the president..." Hence the 
composer's only opera. Saint 
Fronds, was born. 


That opaa, the composer affirms, 
magnifies the 'four conflicts' in his 
life. "The first is that, as a composer- 
believer, I speak of faith to atheists... 
My second confitt is that I'm an 
ornithologist and speak of birds to 
people in cities'. These are the 
strongest themes of this fascinating 
collection of interviews. Messiaen’s 
Itfe was suffused with his faith, and 
muskally this culminated in Sant 
Fronds, completed a few years 
before his death in 1992. The 
saint's sermon to the birds provided 
his 'greatest success in the bird¬ 
song style" — although Samuel 
mischievously puts it to him that 
"Some listeners had the feeling you 
wanted to drive them up the wall." 

representation of birdsong had 

for Messiaen. The third conflict was 
always present — when hearing 
sounds, he 'savy colours with his 
mind's eye, but when his audience 
hear they see nothing. The final 
conflict is over rhythm. For most of 
us rhythm implies repetition and 
steady beats, but to Messiaen 
rhythm was flux, which explains his 
somewhat perverse assertion that 
Jazz isn't a "rhythmic music" since it 
is based on a static foundation of 
equal note-values. 

It was Messiaen who kicked off the 
movement towards total serteilism by 
Boulez and Stockhausen, with his 
Mode De Valeurs Et D/Irtensites of 

important pupil, as the latter here 
recalls "What an eral’ [BoulezJ said 
to me. 'Who'll be the great 
composer who will clean up this 
horrible era?’ And I answered, 'But 
Boulez, you will!" And so it 
happened. Messiaen took a different 
route:'I myself am a static 
composer because I believe in the 
invisible and the beyond". Not that 
static though. Always interested in 
interplanetary travel, he says, 'I'll 
accomplish it naturally after my 
death" Is it a bird? Is it a plane? No, 
ifs Olivier Messiaen. 

ANDYHAnllTON 
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watch 

nark Espiner clicks away at the interface 
between music and interactive media 



variations that you can get out of a 
nursery rhyme tune. The blurb on 
the box may tell you that, with 
limitless interaction, The 
Gingerbread Mon experience is 
never the same twice, but in 
practice you probably won't want 
to use it nnore than once. 

New delivery 

According to Robert Lord of lUMA 
(Internet Underground Music 
Archive), CDs are an intermediary 
phase anyway. Talking last 
December at the launch of lUMA 
Europe, in conjunction with Silicon 
Graphics and indie rock specilaists 
Southern Studios, he outlined the 
rapid growth of the Internet as a 
delivery system for music At the 
lUMA site in Santa Cruz over 
80,000 people per day use it to 
download all types of music from 
folk to punk to Heavy Metal to 
disturbed solo ukelele players. At 
present there are 400 bands who 
have their music at this site, but it is 
by no means exclusive; for a small 
fee ($ 100 or ten times that if you 
are David Geffen) you can post 
your own song plus information, 
photos and an address for those 

music or information from you. This 
is, according to the founders of 
lUMA (two students who have seen 
it explode in popularity), a more 
efficient way of getting music to 
people than through the music 
industry and apparently the music 
industry agrees. Geffen and Warner 
Brothers have gohe on to the 
lUMA site giving music to air on the 
Internet ahead of radio playlists, 
and Madonna’s latest video, or 30 
seconds of it, was there well before 
its commercial release. If you are a 

you might get a greater audience 
than you could ever imagine and 
sell your music without even going 

a\l at hapj/southemxoiri. □ 








































February winners: 

John Zorn, Caspar 
Brotzmann, Anne Dudley, 
Queen Elizabeth 

In soundcheck: 

John Adams, Band Of 
Susans, Glenn Branca, 
Peter Brotzmann, John 
Cage, ChabaZahouania, 
HolgerCzukayJohn 
French, Galliano, Herbie 
Hancock, Bill Laswell, 
Muslimgauze, Evan Parker, 
Royal Trux, Sun Ra, 
Tanzmusik, David S Ware, 
YabbyUFrankZappa and 


Inbrief: 

Newandimprovedclub 
trax, Improvand out rock 

In outline: 

Senegal's cassette masters 
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study of mass psychology, evinced 
wherever similar moments — 
Jonestown, David Koresh, 
Community Of God — make the 
news, in her novel Mercy, Andrea 

scene to Masada, setting up 
parallels that liberal critics found 
disconcerting and troublesome. 
The same question inevitably 
applies to John Zorn's latest aa of 
cultural appropriation. Much as 
rehegades like Norman Mailer and 
Bob Dylan have been lambasted 
when they've seen fit to don a 
yarmulke and re-enter a cultural 


John Zorn 
nasada 

DIWaSSCD 

Its now exactly three years since 
Israeli archaeoiogists completed 
excavaton of Masada, the hill fort 
in the Judean desert where in AD 
73 1000 Jewish zeaiots (all but 
seven of the defenders) committed 
suicide rather than fall into the 
hands of the 15,000 Romans who 
had besieged the stronghold for so 
long. Inevitably, Masada has 


communion they'd appeared to 
reject, so Zorn will inevitably be 
accused of parasitism, as Steve 
Albini did in his Invisible Jukebox 
{The Wire 122). There is certainly 
nothing in the opening section, 
■Jair, to explain why Zorn has 
picked on Masada. Ironically, it 
contains some of the best 
saxophone playing he's put on 
record in years, blistering upper- 
register lines backed to melting 
point by Dave Douglas on trumpet, 
Greg Cohen on bass and Joey 
Baron on drums, lbs Baron who 
gives the music its most convincing 
'ethnic' signature, clattering around 
as if not playing a conventional kit 
at all, but then in "Tzofeh", having 
supported Zorn's sinuous line with 
unexpeaed off beats and out of 
tempo accents, he joins Cohen in a 
thunderous funk. That establishes a 
pattern that sustains a remarkable 
set to its curiously tender climax, 
an expressive poignancy that Zorn 
has always seemed hell-bent on 

If this represents Zorn's most 
personal musical statement yet — 
and there is some evidence that it 
does —it is also his most 
coherently dramatic, punauated by 
strange processionals like 'Ashnah' 
which lead from one mood and 
situation to the next, linking the 



nationalism (which, when Ginzberg 
died 101927, were still tragically 
far in the future). Whether that aim 





is realisable or not has to be judged 
against the measure of Auschwitz, 
Beirut, Sarajevo, Grozny and other 


Whether Zorn's music a 
separated from the ic 
appear to have inspired it is a more 
teasing question, but seems both 
uniikeiy and undesirabie. Masada is 
fiercef/ advocated music, and the 
substance of its advocacy shouid 
not be shut away or ignored. 


hyper-rock styie, taking it even 
further out than usuai. Whafs nrost 
impressive is the sheer enormity of 
the noise that he creates. Maybe 
it's In part due to the high, near- 
e that (like his 
) he favours for 
recording, but he shows that in the 
right hands the electric guitar is the 
most exciting Instrument in its 
capacity to go beyond notes and 


iViltI < glNNER > 


Hendrix did it first and perhaps best 
and a number of other players got 
there at times: Tom Verlaine did 


Caspar Brotzmann 


bombing runs on Television's 
■Friction’; likewise Lou Reed on the 
insane blow-outs of 'I Heard Her 
Call My Name’. Brotzmann inhabits 


The huge physical presence of 
Brotzmann's playing is no chance 
achievement In an interview in 
The Wire^^^3 he said, "It's not 
head music, its a body feeling " 
This is demonstrated on the 14 
minute ’Massakef, where the 
true meaning of 'visceral' is 
clanking harmonics and amp buzz. reclaimed. After a marvellous solo 
Its easy to find oneself caught guitar introduction, the band 
between thinking, ’Well, it is all part lumber into a one chord rhythmic 
of his art,'and the less liberal'Just 
get on with H chum.’ The latter is 
exactly what he does throughout 
this iive-ih-the studio album. Any 
superfluity is shed on this amazihg 
record — its like a collectioh of all 
the best aspects of his solo work groove again, but at unbearable 
crashed together. Put simply, it intensity. Here, the guitarist pulls 
rocks far more than its out five minutes or so of the most 


Although in essence an avant 
guitar power trio, Massaker is 
totally Brotzmann's show. Lohg 
.(s Danny Arnold 


outings but any flourishes are 
ultmately subservient to rhythmic 
function. They shift around on 
■Tempelhonike a simplified King 
Crimson circa Red and add tough 
syncopations to the on-off two 
note raga of’Hunter Song’. 

Brotzmann's playing on Home is 
the main attraction and its 
astonishing. He vindicates all the 
praise that has been lavished oh 
him by merging the expanded 
palette of textures evident on his 
recent collaboration with FM 
Einheit and adding it to his usual 


or anyone else has recorded, wi 
the band adding background 
howls. At this point, on first 


sterling work, Anne Dudley has 


more formalist alcoves in the 
classical fold. This she has done via 
an album called Andent And 


questions. What for Dudley, is the 
nature of this transition between 
pop and classical music? What 
other than the title of the English 


which, following in the tradition of 
oratorio and hymn writers (Bach 
and Vaughan Williams among 


contemporary settings of the 

These are largely successful, with 
a big sound that owes nothing to 
studio trickery. Dudley assembled a 
70 piece orchestra and full chorus 
for this record, and it shows. The 
huge settings of Bach in Three 
Chorales In Common Time, of 
Dudley's Cantides and the acapella 
VenI, SanaeSpiritus reverberate 


rewritten, maybe infinitely, through 
variations on their themes is a point 
taught by conservatoires and 
studios alike. The emphasis turhs to 
that of voices, of contexts. The 
most arresting work on this, album 
is a setting of the 'Coventry Carol’, 
a 15th century lullaby usually given 


That the minimalist influence 
present on certain tracks has more 
to do with John Adams than his 
peers is appropriate, given the 
American composer's early 

All this implies a series of 


Researching its origins, Dudley 
found that the carol was associated 
with the night before the Massacre 
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be right, but not wholly so. And Further consumer info; labels not 

besides. Dudley's classical debut Is named in this column should be 
a thoughtful, vital work that available at good specialist retailers 

deserves a wide audience. or, increasingly. In high street 

LOUISE GUT negastores like HMV, Tower and 



Queen Elizabeth 

ECHO SPECIAL PROJECTS ESP 2 CD Blast Hrst, Echo: through 


Following his fascinating survey of 
Krautrock in The Wire 130 and 
131, Julian Cope (for it is he) has 
released his owh full-blown tribute 
to his hoary heroes with this 65 
minute Kosmische opus, named 
after a particular heroine of his. Its 
all here, folks: sprawling half-hour 
tracks, ARP, PPG and Moog synths, 
ring modulators and 
potentiometers, a cover 
'synthesized' rather than 
'designed'... Cope's 70s devotion 
extends even to noting that the 
guitar and bass used are 'double 
necked'. All he needs now is to 
push this out on LP, cassette and 


technology alone renders a faithful 
revisiCng of Kosmische territory 
impossible. Digital recording and 


BGDA, GRS; Natari, I 


soundstage, and of course the 
attendant psychedelia that forms 
so much of one's experience of this 
form of music is now one of the 
deadest letters in rock. Times — 
and texts — have changed. 

Indeed track one, the 34 minute 
'Superstar, acknowledges an era 
of greater speed and disposability 
than the navel-gazing climate of 
25 years ago-the pulsatng and 
amorphous montages of 
electronics produced by Cope and 
sidekick Thighpaulsandra evolve 

fundamentally for easy comparison 
with the likes of Klaus Schulze or 
Ash Ra, the strongest influences 
audible in the piece. But its an 
undeniably impressive work, and 
quickly offers proof that Cope's 
project is more than simply about 
pastiche or parody. Track two, the 
ominously titled "Avebury — The 
Arranged Marriage Of Heaven And 
Earth', is more pleasihg still, much 






To bring off such an at 
exercise in nostalgia and yet 
remain 'contemporary' requires the 
sort of artiste bottle and musical 
technique that were cornerstones 
of 70s rock culture, at least on the 
margins that Cope dares to explore 
here. That he can resurrea the 
value of such qualifies as well as 
the still-misunderstood scope and 
scale of the Teutonic-electronic 
project of that epoch requires your 



Enja’s traditionally sober packaging; 
certainly its gaudy Oriental(ist) 
beading offers full-of-Eastern- 



harmonica, alto sax, trumpet and 

strange fimbral conjunctions are 
matched by a peculiarly off- 
centred dynamic within the group 
itself. Each mi . 


hogs the limelight, but there’s soi 
intense soloing: Howard Levy's 
harp, Charlie Mariano’s sa; 
and Abou-Khalil hir ' ‘ 
there's enough des 
shoes of this often abrasiye fusion 
(■Dog River-and ■Moments" stand 
out aggressively here) to maintain 
Abou-Khalil's moral and artistic 


\f Hoodoo Zephyr. Adams's odd, 
wannabe crossover album from last 
year, provides any measuring sticks, 
it is simply this: that Adams is 
becoming unprediaable. Of course, 
a certain level of predictability is at 
the heart of minimalist music, but 
alongside theories that explain why 
Adams is no longer a minimalist 
and has worked through his past, 
try this simple little exercise: try to 
guess what his next work will sound 
like. 

Or better still, just listen to the 
ChamberSyrrphony 0992). Gone 
are the cool, clean lines and the 
driving rhythms that one associates 
with Adams's most well-known 
work Scored for 15 instruments 
(chamber orchestra plus synth. 


its abrupt tempo 
changes sound like the kind of 
music Schoenberg himself might 
have written for a particularly 
anarchic cartoon. Gradually, 
themes and motifs do emerge, but 
their hearing demands a 
modification on the part of the 
The weight of the 
symphohyisi 


performance of what is a 
demanding work 
This disc also includes a new and 
most welcome recording of Grand 
Pianola Musk (1982). With the 
exception of an EMI/Angel release 
1 years ago, this 










the rolling tremulando that powers 
the piece just right Equal praise is 
also due to the Sinfonietta; 
Adams's hymnal-minimal-Sousa 
extravagance explodes like a 
bomb. And the tumbling 

'On The Dominant Divide’’, are 
sufficient to wake the dead. 


Band Of Susans 



God Is My Co-Pilot 
nirShlufnNisht 

AVANTAVAN032CD 

New York’s heritage of hard edged 
rock music is legendary, and the 
sonic howl of feedback-induced 
rhythm and rhyme that The Velvet 
Underground kicked into action in 
the late 60s has yet to die down. 
Band Of Susans belong to a strain 
of performers and musicians who 
turned their back on the CBGBs 
set in the late 70s (without 
abandoning it altogether). 
Eventually their noise rose above 
the disgruntled buzz of criticism to 
create a roar that became 
deafening. Band Of Susans were 
formed in 1986 by 60s rock 
enthusiast Robert boss and avant 
garde classical scholar Susan 
Stenger where they were 

Swans, Glenn'sranca, Live Skull 
and Sonic Youth, all busily 
constructing their own version of 
No Wave. Band Of Susans, like 

to get their message across, a trio 
of screaming, steel stringed 
fretboards which were played at 
full volume to erect soundscapes 
of towering beauty and sonic 
violence. 

Wired For Sound, a two CD 
retrospective, is the perfect primer 
tor those who have yet to 
experience the group’s glorious 
power drive, a collection which 
gathers together all their 'Hits’, 
'Instrumentals’ and seleaed 
remixes in a way that opens up the 
band’s vast musical range for the 
first time. 

Songs such as ’’Hope Against 
Hope' and 'Throne Of Blood* still 
sound gorgeously fresh and alive, 
but the real thrills are to be found 


on the instrumental CD. Here 

into one another and out bursts a 
creature that sounds initially as 
though it were stitched together at 
one of Branca’s guitar seminars, 
but soon takes on a very special life 
of its own. The climax of the entire 
set has to be "Guitar Trio", a 
freeform composition lasting over 
13 minutes, a sweet and 
sensational earwax shifter where 
not one note from the echoing 
cacophony is wasted. A true 

If Band Of Susans are New York 
underground old school then God 
Is My Co-Pilot are part of the new 
breed of feisty young musicians 
with their own ideas of how rock 
should be played and what 
messages (if any) it should contain. 
Bisexual to a wolman and endowed 
with a strong sense of punky 
purpose, GIMC-P belong nnore to 
the Riot GrrrI camp than No Wave, 
but they wisely resist being pigeon¬ 
holed, by producing music that 
squeals like The Boredoms one 
minute and howls like Dog Faced 
Hermans the next All of this is held 
aloft by leader/Singer Sharon 
Topper whose dominant vocal 

songs which veer from Raincoats- 
style punk pounding to freeform 
folk, all sung in a variety of foreign 
tongues. Although not quite as 
enduring, mystical or intense as 
The Susans’ musical tapestry, God 
Is My Co-PiloYs latest patchwork 
quilt of a record for fellow New 
York sound scientist John Zorn’s 
Avant label is colourful, loud and 

apart at the seams for af least 
several spins. 

EDWIN POUNCEY 


Glenn Branca 
Symphonies Nos 8 & 10 (The 
nysteries) 

BLAST FIRST ALP13 CD 

Branca’s case is an interesting one. 
Now that the initial storm of 
hipness bestowed upon him by 
various 'reinventors of the guitaC 
has subsided, the extreme 
rrxjnotony of his inspiration shows 
in full light Writing one ’symphony’ 
for massed electric guitars sounds 
like an exercise in crossover 
marketing, but.. ten of them? Is 


he serious after all, or just milking 
the cow dry? Some, not entirely 
without good reason, are tempted 
to see Branca as a self- • 
aggrandising charlatan whose time 
has passed, and perhaps he is. But 
charlatans, provided they have 
some skill and that we see through 
their tricks, can be more valuable 

The main problem with this one is 
that at first sight he seems to think 
of himself primarily as an artist 
Calling his tracks 'symphonies’ and 
giving them titles such as Spiritual 
Anarchy or The Final Problem 
doesn’t help. But then again, the 
man will gleefully admit on stage- 
even during a world premiere — 
that the title had been made up 
that very morning, and 'the new 
Mahleri turns into a very 
entertaining New York luwie at 
interviews — yes, he does say 'I 
just looove if a lot And so, all 
things considered, I just looove this 
stuff, too, by which I mean it 
sounds rather pleasant and 
liberating played next to the 
fundamentalisms of New 
Complexity composition or three- 
chord noisepop. 

A theatrical person at root 
Branca has ignored the 
overwhelming academic dilemmas 
which suffocate his classically 


symphonies remain gloriously 
barbaric monuments to illiteracy. 
For that Branca deserves the title 
of genius in its most etymological 
meaning (he who generates), if not 
In any other. 

SYLVESTRE BALAZARD 


Amadou Barr'y’s Super 
Accoideon Du Fula 
DJiba Mane 

BGDA2167nC 

Jaliba Ku'yateh 
Dajiko(Heramo) 

GRS (NO NUMBER) MC 

Two excellent albums from 
musicians well outside the 
mainstreams of African music, 
although you’d have to be delving 
pretty deep into what Camden 
Market African music stall-holder 
Nick Carnac piauresquely calls 
■The bowels of World Music" to 
come across Amadou Barry's 

The uhlikely title disguises a very 
beautiful and extremely unusual 

accordion-dominated as the title 
suggests. Its actually very much a 
vocal record, and Barry has a lovely 
wide friendly voice, while his female 
chorus compete for their share of 
the attention. The Fula flautists, 



To create tension, use dissonant 


dissonant guitars. As an 
unnecessary refinement, you can 
make the beginning completely 
uninteresting by backing sub- 
Mahlerian chromaticism with a 
dopebeat, so that the rest will 

about it, Branca is the highbrow 
mate of Beavis and Butt-head. And 
it works splendidly. 


Following Symphony No 8 (The 
Passion!) comes Symphony No 10, 



which can easily send you into a 
red-hued trance and the certainty 
of being God’s chosen ally. There is 


are spectacularly joyful, and 

shrieking solos. Unlike Mandinka, 
Bambara and Wolof sounds, Fula 
music is barely documented, and 

this is by far the warmest, most 
upbeat example I’ve heard. 

Jaliba is virtually unknown in 
Europe, but a household name in 
Gambia. As the (recently ousted) 
Presidents kora player, he was a 
kind of national Poet Laureate, 
frequently presiding over public 
events. His music, unlike President 
Jawara — if the charges against 
him are founded — seems to 
reflea and represent the 
demography of the little country 
itself: many traditions are crammed 
into a very small space, but 
somehow they manage amicably 
and very energetically to co-exist 
Though an extremely musically rich 
culture, Gambia's music business is 
more or less non-existent today 
(apart from bootleg tape stalls). 





decimated by decades of lack of 
investment, corruption and criminal 
government-level carelessness. 

Partly because of these 
circumstances, Jaliba has been 
rather overlooked. He's a fine 
singer and certainly the most 
onglnal kora player I've heard from 
Gambia in recent years — an 
unusually concise and committed 
player, tugging extremely 
percussive phrases and sculpted 
little solos from the big harp. I've 
been trying to think of a parallel 
among American blues guitarists, 
and James Blood Ulmer is about 
the nearest I can come up with. 
Though the music is basically 
Mandinka, the inclusion of Wolof 
percussion, djambe drum and the 
trademark trumpet helps to make 
Gambia's own little World Music, 
descending direaiy from the great 
Gambian music pioneers Bang 
Bondi. The band — who are 
basically a great big rhythm section 
-reflettJaliba's tight, clipped 
rhythmic style, ana in combination 
with some imaginative quasi-hi- 
tech dub production they help put 
this nxrdest little album at the 
forefront of contemporary 
Gambian and Mandinka sounds. 


Gerald Barry 
Piano Quartet 

Martyn Bates 
Chamber Music One 

SUB ROSA SRSr CO 

Irish composer Gerald Barry has an 
uncertain place in postmodernist, 
post-minimalist composition. 
Increasing use of traditional folk 

classical affinify for baroque forms 
which can make his work sound 
curiously detached and objective. 
Stravinsky's notonous claim that 
■Must is powerless to express 
anything at all' is one that Barry 
might find an affinity with. 

Hs work has been receiving 
growing recognition: his most 
notable moments have been a 

Orchest De Volharding, Hard D, 
and a Proms piece that got hissed 
by the 'New Romantics' in the 
audience. In comnran with 
minimalism is the often obsessive 



pulse and lack of development, but 

clashing blocks of material take the 
music beyond that limited style. 

The Piano Quartet begins like an 
Irish Jig, but dislocates first into 
shades of BartPk, then more 
violently into the wail of the 
banshee. The solo piano piece Au 
niieu has trademark obsessive 
scale-patterns and bnef, haunting 
interludes; Sur Les Pointes is 
altogether more melodic, powerful 
and complex. Marimba, clannet, 
piano and strings feature in the 
larger ensemble pieces Bob, Sextet 

and, er,- {Line, I suppose 

you could call it). An Irish Ligeti in 
the making, perhaps? 

Like Barry, singer-songwriter 
Martyn Bates (founder, with Peter 
Becker, of the 80s pop group 
Eyeless In Gaza) has turned for 
inspiration to Insh folk music, and 
also to the poems of James Joyce. 
Chamber Must Ore is the first part 
of a project to set the complete 
poems to must. The publicity 
claims, rather anti-climactically, 
that Martyn Bates is ‘one of the 
great English songwriters (in the 
tradition of Nick Drake).' 

The song settings are simple and 
often same-sounding: haunting, 
mournful, folkish. The voice gets 
treated to varied reverb, and you 
have to get used to the shaky 
intonaton and vocal swoops to 
depths he can't manage. The 
prettiest and most folksy track is 
'Go Seek Her Out Courteously" 
with its hammered guitar backing. 
'From Dewey Dreams' — with solo 
harmonica and oceanic Ambience 
— is almost bluesy. The Ambient 
background is a key feature — on 
nine of the 27 tracks that's all 
there is. An attraaive and definitely 
not unexpressive release. 

ANDT lUniLTON 


Brise Glace 
WhenInVanitas 

SKIN GRAFT 0R17 CO 

'those in the know' would indtate 
that rock music has outlived its 
usefulness and is bankrupt of 
interesong musical ideas. Perhaps 
this is true if applied to British indie 
rock and US Grunge; however, 
such a blinkered viewpoint ignores 
a maverick tradition which 


stretches from Link Wray through 
Beefheart, Red Crayola, Soft 
Machine, Can, Faust to This Heat, 
early PIL, Chrome and later to 
Sonic Youth, Swans, Butthole 
Surfers, etc. Now you can add 
Brise Glace to this list as they, 
along with Casper Brotzmann 
Massaker, have perhaps produced 
the most intnguing rock music of 
the 90s so far. Although, to wilfully 
misquote John Cage, there is no 
need to call it rock if the term 
offendS'you. 

The line up of Brise Glace 
includes the ubiquitous Jim 
O'Rourke, Christoph Heemann (of 
German experimentalists HNAS) 
and Improv-guitar master Henry 
Kaiser, alongside members of 
Illusion Of Safety and Dazzling 
Killmen (and with Steve Albini in 
the engineer's chair for this 
particular projea). Perhaps this 
should give some indication of the 
deviant direction of When In 



the stark eeriness of the first This 
Heat album (on the track 'Host Of 


Latecomers' Thymme Jones's 
drumming is clearly influenced by 
Charles Hayward); Holger Quka/s 
theory of musical economy (the 
notes you don't play are as 
important as the ones which you 
do — hence avoiding over- 
elaboration and unnecessary 
ornamentation); and the cut and 
paste methodology of Faust 
Given the number of musicians 

uncluttered nature of the material; 
the laudable avoidance of anything 
that is surplus to requirements. This 
is music stripped to its bare bones. 
In this context it is entirely apposite 
that O'Rourke literally takes a razor 
to these tapes: he now approaches 
much of what he and various 
collaborators create by utilising the 
methodology of a film editor, 
fracturing the narrative linearity 
and reassembling the discrete 
fragments to create startling new 
permutations and hitherto 
unsuspected possibilities. So 
perhaps it is unsurprising that 
legendary Krautrockers Faust 
commissioned O'Rourke to 
produce their latest work More 
surprisingly, Brise Glace are 
currently remixing AC/DC; but 


48 The Wire 









given the web of unlikely 
connections now developing 
between disparate musicians, 
perhaps nothing should really 

The concluding track, 'One 
Syntactical Unr, i 
demonstration of Brise Glace's 


dr his solo records and 
luiescent passages on his 
'regulaT stuff. Lake complains that 



guitars of Kaiser and Dylan Posa 
and suddenly we've almost entered 
Nurse With Wound territory. 

A curious and enthralling work, 
reminding us that creativity and 

the exclusive property of currently 
fashionable genres, rather they are 

plethora of musical forms. 

JOHN EVERUL 


Peter Brotzmann/Fred 
Hopkins/Rashied All 
Songlines 


Peter Brotzmann/Greg 
Bendian/William 



Something Else 



The open canvas of saxophone 
plus rhythm section gets a 
comprehensive splashing here. Not 
that we should relegate bass and 
drums (and piano, on Ware's 

— as Brotzmann says, in his brief 
PS to Steve Lake's sleevenote on 
Songlines, "three people don't 
necessarily make a trio'. The two 
discs featuring the German giant 
are quite different because 
Bendian and Parker are so unlike 
Hopkins and All. Which makes 
Brotzmann take a pluralistic line. 
On the FMP disc, he scales down 
his customary trajectory and works 
off the relatively conventional free 
swing time of his companions. It 
sounds like Peter, but he's 


reflective in a way that he normally 


documented crash-and-burn side 
of Brbtzmann's work. 

We are on more familiar terrain 
with the Rastascan CD, cut on an 
American tour in 92. Bendian's 
percussion has the open range of 
the post-Paul Lovens free 
drummers and Parker continues 
his rather mysterious 
amalgamation of jazz time and free 
timbre that is taking him a lifetme 
to work out Brotzmann works 
through his arsenal, and the epic 
■Roil Segments' which climaxes 
the record Is mighty stuff indeed. 

David Ware's new programme is 
a more or less direct companion- 
piece to last year's Third Ear 
Redtotion. I have the nagging 
doubt that we might have missed 
the best of Ware, who recorded 
very little during his Cecil Taylor 
period, and whose sometimes 
overripe thunderings can sound a 
mite repetitive and self-consciously 
effortful over the long haul. I was 
even reminded of some of Archie 
Shepp's ballad mutilations on the 
two versions of "Tenderly' (Shepp 
on a very good day, though). Still, 
Ware's gravid intensity is hard to 
deny, track by track. As a 
meditation on late Coltrane, the 
music has more than just guts. The 
lantern-jawed 'Ideational Blue" 
finds Ware at his imperious best, 
the phrases welded together into a 
statement of iron purpose. His 
support team often seem like 
stooges in comparison: William 
Parker keeps out of the way, and 
Whit Dickey plays respectable 
drums, but pianist Matthew Shipp's 
stiff Taylorisms are more of a 
hindrance than anything. 

It's not just roobng for the 
homeboys to say that the most 
diverse of the four discs is the 
British one, by Something Else. 
Mick Beck has long since deserved 
a more comprehensive showing on 


sax has a variety of shape and 
colour that both Brotzmann and 
Ware abjure. That doesn't make 
him the better player, but it adds a 
dimension to this set which Simon 
Fell (bass) and Paul Hession 
(drums) enlarge on with their own 
multifarious ideas. If rs less 
uproarious than the trio with Alan 
Wilkinson, ft's scarcely less intense, 

drive to invent which all three men 
have invested in. Middling sound, 
cut live in Manchester, Luton and 
Southampton, but worthy to stand 
on a world stage. 

RICHARD COOK 


John Cage 

Daughters Of The Lonesome 
Isle 

NEW ALBION NA070 CD 

John Cage 

Freeman Etudes Books Three 
And Four 


Various Artists 
Caged/Uncaged 

CRAMPS CRSCD 097 CD 

I — like most others, I expea — 
heard about Cage and had an 
impression of him long before I 
heard any of his music. Hearing 
was believing, of course — the 
shock waves registered pretty high 
on the personal Richter scale — 
but in the believing, there was still 
that initial, preserved impression 
that Cage was a composer and 
conceptualist who was wily and 
cantankerous with it llluminatng, 
unnerving sometimes — and 
cringe-inducing as well. 

Whether its down to fate or 
some rather smart scheduling from 
these avant-classical labels, this 
cache of releases reinforces that 
very sense of alluring paradoxical 
charm that was the very essence of 
Cage, and which seems just as 
powerful two years after his death. 

Daughters Of The Lonesome Isle 
is classic Cage piano repertoire 
dating from 1940 through 1953, 
performed by Cage's recitalist of 
choice, Margaret Leng Tan. The 
track seledion runs the whole 
gamut of Cagean piano styles; and 
some of the colledion's best 
moments are where Tan stops 









having to fiddle about under the 
piano lid and just homes in on the 
keyboard: the spare, Satie-esque 
'In A Landscape", and the nine part 
piano cycle "The Seasons". It's 
probably the most thorough and 
well-pitched recording of Cage's 
piano compositions to hit the racks. 

Violinist Irvine Arditti is no 
pushover either when it comes to 
giving Cage his best shot in the 
recital rooms and recording 
studios; yet for all Arditti's 
unquestionable excellence in 
getting his head and his bow 
around Cage's wilfully difficult 
scores. Freeman Etudes seems 
pointlessly hard graft. These last 
two sets of eight, three minute solo 
violin studies (the first two were 
released on Mode 32 CD) push 
the concentraton of player and 
listeners alike to the limits as the 
music darts relentlessly between 
extremes of scale and dynamics. 
Played on one of those CD 
stacking systems set to shuffle 
mode, they make good jingles 
when scattered around between 
other oddments of Cage's work; 
played end to end though, 

Freeman Etudes is overlong and a 
bore. Cage saw this body of work 
as a demonstration of "the 
practicality of the impossible"; but 
so is the 'World's Strongest Man' 

throw tree trunks, push juggernauts 
and pull faces. 



Caged/Uncaged raises hopes and 
eyebrows alike. It features John 
Cale as musical curator and 
occasional collaborator, a liberal 
sprinkling of extracts from Cage's 
Silence read by the man himself, 
and a set of wildly diverse tributes 
from the likes of David Byrne (who 
delivers something akin to rock 'n' 
roaratorio on the opening cut), 
John Zorn (donating some 
previously released Ambient noise 
from Absinthe), Lou Reed (doing 
the same, only from Metal Machine 
Mxsfc),Blondie's Chris Styne 
(playing tape recorder) and Debbie 
Harry (still playing the Plain Jane 
vocal act, only now with Cage's 
1938 composition In Just-spring), 
a post-pinhead Joey Ramone, the 
ubiquitous Eugene Chadbourne 
and more. It was the soundtrack to 
a exhibition of and tribute to the 
work of Cage; as a stand-alone CD, 
it is remarkably faithful to the man 


Table Of The Elements; throuE 


Talkin Loud; through Polygram 
Blue Silver; through Sterns 


and his muse in both word and 
deed. The fact that so many of its 
contributors share a grounding in 
rock music (an area Cage hac 
time for privately or publicly) is 
itself strangely fitting. 

Holgei Czukay & Rolf 



which gained momentum during 
1994 has begun to shape a 
'horizon line' against which the 90s 
wave of innovations can be audited. 
The histories of both Krautrock and 
early experimental fusion are next 
in line for reappraisal, and should 
yield work which s essential in 
defining a lineage for today's fertile 

It could be argued that one of the 
negative musical consequences of 
the punk explosion was its 
apparent rejection of all that came 
before, regardless of value. So, 
while ELP, Alice Cooper and 


at best, a new form. 

I remember reading reviews of 
Eno & Byrne's My Life In The Bush 
Of Ghosts in which the critics raved 
about the groundbreaking 
originality and audacious innovation 
it represented. True, it was a 
remarkable album at the time, but 
Czukay had done it better 11 years 
earlier on Canaxis — still the 
definitive blueprint of sublime 
musical appropriation. 

The more I played this 
remastered CD reissue, the more 
impossible it seemed. Canaxis is so 

parts, so much better than most of 
what has followed. The sense of 
pure unconstrained innovation and 


overwhelming. I can't pin down its 


would be pointless; suffice to say it 
is beautiful and terrible and fragile 
and crushing all at once. Canaxis is 
truly a lost classic and everyone 
should hear it Its re-release at this 
time helps to throw the last 26 
years of music into perspective. 


lar domain and a great deal of 

Techno, Ambient, Isolationist, New 
Electronica — whatever — have 
their roots firmly in these early 70s 

from them more direaly and with a 


TABLE OF THE ELEMENTS 22 CD 

New Zealand's The Dead C operate 
elliptically, at the fringes of usually 
disparate genres, lending them the 
appearance of the produtt of a 
1 diagram of the underground. 


fanatically until Saw Delight and for 


the existence of Canaxis. It has 
always been difficult to find and 
little known: I found it by chance in 
1979, at which point it was ten 
years old. It is truly rare to come 
across a work which is absolutely 
original in every sense, especially 
something which turns out to be so 


Xpressway ca; 
draft them into the Youth's 
experimental jet set would be 
unfaithful to the tenor and feel of 
their music. 

Built up out of crude drumming, 
they remind me of a soldier playing 





a mouth organ in the trenches of 
the Somme, and varied shades of 
guitar, The Dead Cs fixation on 
tape experimentaton may 

fi praaitioners, but the emphasis 
on home taping as an antidote to 
the way in which record companies 

droning repetitiveness of the songs, 
suggests a more Isolationist mood. 
This is deeply fragile, tenuous 
music, always ready to collapse into 
mere practice-room chord 
changes and unlistenable arsing- 
about, yet frequently coalescing 
underneath the pathos-ridden 
vocals into something akin to a new 
kind of folk music, one cueing off 
the all-electric heritage of The 
Velvet Underground (John Cale 
and Nico make'guest 
appearances' on ‘Abschied', but 
whether as samples or players isn't 

Perhaps its Just because in New 
Zealand sheep outnumber the drug 

strand of The Velvets' legacy which 
The Dead C recall, tfs John Gale's 
haunting Musk For A New Society, 
music shorn of its last vestiges of 
intelligibility, rather than the more 
streetwise Lou Reed. This elegaic 
quality is further underlined by 
Gate, Michael Motley's side- 
project, which may or may not 
include contributions from Motley’s 
mates Thurston Moore and Lee 
Ranaldo — the sleeve is a 
landmark of anonymity. What the 
cover of The Dew Line does feature 


boilers, faraway washing-machine 

radiator pipes — but s in faa 
created out of guitar and amp 
noises. In its second half, Motley 
sings what could well be a Dylan 
number performed by Thurston 
Moore with a bad cold. Its simplistic 
chord strurtures making a subtle 
point: that The Dead C and Gate, 
outwardly fetishising noise and 
experimentation, soundwKe 
perfectly at home alongside a 
group like Main, are in fact folk 
singers for an age in which the 
concept of a folk to sing to has 
been obliterated, leaving them 
mumbling delinously to themselves. 


John French 
Waiting On The Flame 

OEMONFIENO789C0 

John French reckons that his most 
famous musical sojourn — as 
Drumbo in Captain Beefhearfs 
Trout Mask-era Magic Band — has 
cut down his avenues of work as a 
musician. If he's fed up being 

garde outsider. Waiting On The 
Flame, his first strttly solo album, 
should alter the stereotype, but at 

French's hitherto unknown talents 
as a guitarist first came to light on 
Beefhearfs last great album. Doc 
At The Radar Station, and his 
songwriting and singing abilities 
were to the fore on his 


is an image of a rustic hut standing 
amid an overgrown garden on the 
edge of a belt of leafy hillside 
suburbia; a perfea image to 
complement Gate's Daniel 
Johnston-like catatonia and self- 


basic guitar/vocals set up. 

The name of the projert is an 
additional clue. Taken alongside the 
cottage on the sleeve, it connotes 
an almost Heideggerian 
domesticity, an impression 
compounded by the awesome title 
track, seemingly construaed out of 
all the distant noises a house 


makes — machinery in the 
basement, strangely foregrounded 


Henry Kaiser and Richard 
Thompson. But where that 
maverick crew all pushed and 
pulled at the material. Waiting On 
The Flame is a classy but smoother 

Henry Kaiser produces and plays 
the lion's share of the guitar parts in 
a subdued version of his inimitable 
style. Bill Harkelroad (aka Zoot Horn 
Rollo) adds piquant guitar on "Good 
Through The Motions' where the 

shimmies around like one rhythm 
machine (a lot like Little Feat), with 
French on fine soulful vocal form. 
He hits a tougher vein on "The 
Madness Of Love' which is very 
Richard Thompson in mood, and 
good with it 

So far so apparently good, but 
there are only a few thorny 


moments to snag the flow, and 
though the qualky is high its all 
played a little too straight By the 
end of the album when the last — 
and presumably throwaway — 
track, “Burundo Drumbi', rolls in 
with six minutes of French's multi- 
tracked drumming, its quite a 
relief. Maybe its a touch churlish to 
criticise an album that succeeds so 

more fire, a few mae of the 
skewed moments that French 
seems keen to leave behind would 
have given it a welcome edge. 

DAVEtlORRISON 


Galliano 
A Thicker Plot 

TALklN LOUb 526 426 CD/MC 


D*Note 
Criminal Justice 

DORADO D0R032 CD/MOLP 


A Thicker Plot gives plastic surgery 
to tracks from Galliano's recent 
album Tihe Hot Thrtens (plus a 
couple of extras). The group's 
mournful, cliched, didactic retro 
Jazz funk is remodelled by the 
inventions of six different remixers. 
Only the group's inspired moments, 
the odd choms line, a decent riff, 


are held over. Perhaps as a 
consequence, there are many 
surprisingly excellent moments 


A ThkkerPlot. 

Palm Skin Productions do the 
best work, putting the skids under 
the magniloquence of "Long Time 
Gone' with a battery of funk loops 
and pulsing samples. The style 
sounds not unlike The Bomb 


Squad's ferocious production on 
Ice Cube's 1990 solo album 
AmehKKKa's Most Wonted. 

remix, of 'Travels The Road' by X- 
Project — but ifs a killer. The 
resuscitated tune roars over a 
reggae bass line, Rob Galliano's 
vocals lost amid a splatter of beats. 
Vocoders and sonic hangers-on. 
The Machine Remix of 'Bloodlines' 
lives up to its name and whirs and 
clicks with all the mechanical fetish 
of a car assembly plant Like the 
other high poihts it doesn’t 
particularly involve Galliano; they 
Just get in the way and block the 
view. The least excitihg cut is the 
group's own, a demo version of 
'Better All The Time'. No surprise 


there. It is the names of the 
remixers (that also include DJ 
Krush and Demus) that will be 
worth keeping tabs on. 

D'Note have also been reshaped, 
but the alterations are by their own 
hand. Their last album IBabel, also 
on Dorado) was a semi-conceptual 

funk, parts of HipHop and classical 

social critique. CrirrmalJustke is, in 
instalments, a Jungle album with a 
chunky political agenda. Railing 
against the government's recent 
Criminal Justice Act (the advance 
review copy came with a half page 
diatribe against the alleged 
restrictioh of personal freedom) 

understandable but naive. 

Overtly politicised music has, on 
the face of it, fallen out of fashion 
and D'Note seem unaware of this. 

It is their attempt to craft 
something new, by putting 
elements of Jazz close to the teeth 
of Jungle, that is fresh. Long 
passages of CrirrmalJustke are 
given over to atmospheric, large^i 
drum free, keyboard ambience. 
Filmic and melancholic, framing the 
imperious, wide voice of Pamela 
Anderson and a cool counterpoint 
to the frenetic blaze of beats that 
scorch across the rest of the 
album, there is a suspicion that 
these well-crafted cuts, that twinkle 
with the delicacy of crystal 
Christmas lights and owe as much 
to Mahler as they do to 
Metalheads, are a little too refined 
for Jungle's crucial ruffness. 
However, in keeping an eye on 
Jungle’s progress, CrirrmalJustke 
is possibly a key factor in cutting 
the style. 

JAKE BARNES 


Ahallil De Gourara 
Chants SacrRs Du Sahara 
Algerian 

BLUE SILVER 50306 CD 

Reinette L’Oxanaise 
namoires 

BLUE SILVER 50345 CD 

Chaba Zahouania 
LelleilleurDe... 


A friend once paid me a huge 
compliment, by observing how 1 
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played him music from countries 
he 'didn't even know made any'. 
The size as well as the age of the 
world is an inextinguishable source 
of marvel for my simple heart also, 
and it is not without a tremor that I 

even tiny fractions of it present a 
wide and varied musical landscape. 

Take Algeria as an example, and 
'these three CDs as milestones. Few 
recordings give off the same feeling 
of timelessness as Chants Sacris 
Du Sahara Algehen. Although 
recorded in a Parisian concert hali, 
the singers and musicians seem not 
to have awakened to their new 
surroundings, and conjure up 
invocations of incredible intensity, 
and flute playing of infinite eeriness, 
Justly to pay homage to the majesty 
of Allah embodied by their desert 
homeland. Time then becomes so 
immaterial that stating the track 
timings seems an insult, an 
aberration. A Soho soundtrack of a 
distant mindset rt could be, but 
really shouldn’t Some remote 
Highland refuge would be a far 
more adequate listening 

More urban, albeit in a traditonal 
way, is Reinette L'Oranaise. 
Memdres is magnificent: its a 
collection of classic Arabic songs 
sung by their living embodiment its 
finesse indivisible from its power. To 
the traditional though minimalist 
set-up of Reinette’s lute, a 
djerbouka and a tambourine, is 
added a piano. A pianist should, in 
principle, need to play 'between the 
keys’ for standard Arabic modes, 
but Mustapha Skandrani's subtlety 
of touch and his formidable musical 
instinct are shocking only to tone 
deaf purists. Picture an older and 
much wiser Janis Joplin- 
Reinette's voice is that raw — 
jamming with McCoy Tyner and you 
won't be far off. Blind since she was 
young, the elderly Reinette is 
Jewish, and the wife of an Algerian 
who fought on the French side 
during the independence war in the 
60s. For all that, she is one of the 
greatest interpreters of classical 
Arabic music, thus demonstrating 
how Algeria's vocaton has long 
been multicultural, a fact denied by 




most brightly through rat in recent 
times, here represented through 
Zahouania’s 'Best Of compilation. 
Zahouania refused persistently to 
be photographed and models were 
hired to feature on her cassette 
sleeves, leaving her explicit lyrics 
and monstrously raunchy voice to 
bigger the imaginabon. She has 
now decided to drop the mask and 

looks like a third-form geography 
teacher. Masturbatory? Supremely 
sol Algeria’s sexual climate is a 
paroxysm of frustration and 
Zahouania alluding to ‘making love 
in a caC or '/n an old shadC make 
unglamorous sex a thousand times 
more excibng than Suede or Pulp 
could ever do. The product is 
cheaply made: electronic Latin 
rhythms, preset Casio sounds and 
Zahouania s voice singing repetitive, 
spellbinding melodies, like an 
androgynous monster gnawing at 
all your sensitve parts at once. 
After a few listens, intoxication 
takes place and you find yourself 
perambulating through an 
imaginary West with a Maghribi 
heart, like an Algerian rude boy in 
Piccadilly or Pigalle. And thafs ffue 
poetry. 

SYLVESTREBALAZARD 


Herbie Hancock 
nwandishi - The Complete 
Warner Bros Recordings 

WARNER ARCHIVES 9362 45732 2C0 

From the imitation Blue Note 
sleeve design to the inappropriate 
snapshot adorning the CD booklet, 
the presentaSon conspires to 
confine the contents to the wrong 
time and place. The improvised 
voodoo practised within the three 
albums collected on this two CD 
set - Fat Albert Rotunda mm, 
nwcaxtishi (1971) and Crossings 
(1972)-was once magically 
reflected in the parallel universe 
created for the original sleeves by 
artist Robert Springetb. Like Mati 
Klarwein’s integral relabonship to 
the world of Miles Davis, Springetfs 
technicolour Afro-exiles were 
conjured from within Hancock’s 
psychedelic pobon. Both design 
and music countered the collapse 
of the black revolubon by looking 
and sounding fantastic, free and 

Corporate bad taste, responsible 


for subsbtubng poor mono 
reproductions of the original 
artwork, extends to the 
unfortunate, albeit archivally 
correct, inclusion of Fat Albert 
Rotunda. Aesthebcally, structurally 
and sonically, this score for Bill 
Cosby's 1970 cartoon series 
appears all the more lightweight in 
the company of Mwandishi and 
Crossings. Safely veering from the 
R&B swagger of'Fat Mama', to 
the sleazy, swing-propeiled 'Lil 
Brother, it settles for lazy funk and 
tired blues. The overriding 

Headhunters prototype, minus the 
hooks. Despite the presence of Joe 
Henderson's sax and anchorman 
Buster Williams on bass. Fat Albert 
Rotunda fails to move: it’s too hip 
and too polite. For Acid Jazz 
revisionists and Cool School grads 
only. 

Mwandishi is unceremoniously 

disc one is salvaged by 'Osbnato' 
The crystalline cluster of echoing 
Fender Rhodes droplets, 
circumnavigated by the sinister 
slither of Benny Maupin's bass 
clarinet, immediately sets out 
demarcabon points far from Fat 



muscular bumpet floats away from 
fhe solid combination punches 
delivered by the heavenly pairing 
of Buster Williams and heavyweight 
drummer Billy Hart If Miles wilfully 
occupied the centre of his own 
universe, Hancock was at the 
mercy of the 'collecbve will', as 
trombonist Julian Priester told 
Downbeat. PriesteFs ‘Wandering 
Spirit Song' is the album's 
highlight Atomizing individual solos 
into mysterious fragments, like a 
modernist revamp of Sun Ra's 
'Other Planes Of There' (Priester 
was an ex-Ra sideman), the eerie 
voyage is a signifier of the 
abstractions that the sextet would 
achieve on Crossfigs. 

Now that Bark Psychosis, 






Bedouin Ascent and Paul Schutze 
are reclaiming the notion of fusion 
from a Fuzak cul-de-sac, the 
reappearance of Cmsshgis jazz 
fission Is especially timely. Fuelled 
on Moog, mellotron and the sinister 
breath of bass dannet, te alien 

still awaiting proper rediscovery. 
Maupin's chameleon-like 
compositions, 'Quasar and 'Water 
Torture", shine in particular. Layers 
shift and drones dissolve in 
response to turbulent bleeps, burps 

forming oblique fractals from half 
recognized melodies. More 
advanced than their predecessors, 
they illuminate why the fledgling 
ECM label would later hire most of 
the players who passed through 
ffancock's bauds. (PriesteTs Love, 
Love from 1973 and Maupin's 
Jewel In The Lotus from 1974 


usually associated with Anthony 
Braxton, worked with Zorn on 
Vfs Spy and RImworks. Clearly all 
are fascinated by the constraints 
imposed by a medium in which 
music is necessarily subordinate to 
the main action. It's an area where 
music is at its most figurative, and 
conventons of mood and 
expression are densely codified. 

Both of these albums are quite 
different from the frantic 
eclecticism associated with 80s 
downtown New York and, like the 
Frisell albums, present something 
which is far more stylistcally 
coherent Pastiche is part of the 
equation, but neither give way to 
the luxuriant Hollywood nostalgia 
of Charlie Haden's Quartet West 

Phillip Johnston thinks most film 
music is crap. Like the music of 
Friseil, Dresser and Zorn, his music 
is a reartion to cliches based on 



Just as the later Sextant would 
capture the sextets studious 
meltdown of Sly Stone-inflected 
jazz and Vardse-influenced funk, so 
Crossings offers a haven where 
Can re-score Star Trek and Pere 
Ubu reinterpret Black Unity. The 
technological advances and studio 
discoveries that resulted in 
Crossings left most jazz behind in 
pubs and arts centres (Miles 
excepted). Its a pity that the 
participants would beat their own 
retreat so soon afterwards. But, for 
Mwandlshl and Crossings alone, this 
collection is buried treasure 
awaiting revaluation. 


Phillip Johnston’s Big 
Trouble 

AVANT AVAN 037 CO 

Mark Dresser 
The Cabinet Of Dr Caligari 

kNITTING FACTORY WORKS KFW 155 CP 

In the wake of Bill Fnsell's triumph 
with his Buster Keaton soundtracks 
come two more wised-up pieces of 
music for silent films. John Zorn, 

well-documented, is the common 
denominator: Johnston's friendship 
with him dates back to 70s San 
Francisco and Dresser, though he's 


traditions that were never that 
interesting in the first place. His 
sleevenotes wax metaphorical on 
what a soundtrack can do: 'The 
best film music serves as 
counterpoint to the images and 
dialogue it underscores: 
surrounding, cushioning, doubting, 
mocking, echoing, intensifying, 
subverting, interacting." Amplifying 
the screen acton clearly isn't a 
problem, but the music also takes 
on an active autononnous life of its 


own. Unlike many scores, it also 
stands up well without the film. 

The experience of watching 
Frisell's Keaton project in London 

animated and commented on the 
films without making itself 
obtrusive. Johnston has yet to 
mount a tour with the film of the 
The Unknown, but ft's probable that 
it would work in a similarly subtle 
way. He's chosen one of the most 
bizarre films of the silent era, which 
starred Lon Chaney and was 
directed by Tod Browning (who 
later went on to direCTFraite). 

Music was even vital to the 
production stage of the silents: 
Chaney used to ask musicians to 
play the musical 'equivalenf of a 
partcuiar mood as he acted. 
Johnston's achievement is to avoid 
the excess that could easily be 
extracted from the film's subject 

with quite a debt to the naivety of 


early film scores. 


Bassist Dresser's album draws far 
more attention to itself as a piece 
of music. Performing with Dave 
Douglas on trumpet and Denman 
Maroney on prepared piano, no 
concessions are made to the 
sentimentality of bad film music. 

He is far more interested in 
exploding the dissonance-equals- 
heavy shit/bad vibes convention 
and making music which is 
adequate to the complexity of the 
film. Partially improvised, it also has 
a closer affinity with jazz. There's 
no denying the power of Dresser 
and his colleagues as performers, 
but the music doesn't quite hack it 
on its own — I kept wondering 
broadly what was being 

For ail its merits its probably too 
eventful to work as film music and 
not enough to stand on its own. 

WILL nONTGOnERY 


Bill Laswell 
Outer Dark 

FAX PS 08/66 Cb 

Transonic 
Virtual Current 

FAX PS 08/67 Cb 

Speaking in/he Wfre 130, Bill 
Laswell described some 
extraordinary aspects of Moroccan 

stands out from the seven stages 
of their mysterious, spiritual trance 
music: the black trance where the 
dark stuff lives. Visitors, it is said, 
can find something there that may 
be cathartic or transcendental; 
something that inserts a polarity 
back into life. 

He was noL as it happens, talking 
about Outer Dark, released on 


Peter Namlook's CD-a-week Fax 
label. As both composer and world 
class bassist, Laswell has made 
Journeys of extraordinary dexterity 
and vision among the black stuff, 
and OuterDork-a record of 
Stygian and unnerving beauty — 
represents his latest findings. Made 
up of two instrumentals — 

'Chakra' and 'Anata (Passing 
Dream)' — of approximately 24 
minutes each. Outer Dark passes 
beyond the dub space of Laswell's 
guitars and Robert Musso's 
electronic treatments into 
something else. "Chakra" has huge 
roaring winds, strange Aeolian 
sounds and stretched pieces of 
melody. The sense of space 
generated is vast melancholic, 
hauntingly beautiful. Some seven 
minutes in, a bass of impossibly low 
frequency kicks in, creating a 
momentary anchor point The 
appearance of a repeated, 
understated guitar figure suggests 
a fiction in which Steve Reich, 
Ambience and heavy bass culture 
all interact 

Yet the experience is always of 
being in a calm free fall, and this is 
emphasised on the second track 
The tempest sounds are dispensed 
with in favour of a weightessness, 
in which sounds — dubby bass, 
tentatve guiar (all Fripp references 

fade away. The narrative chains, I 
suspeCT, are not that importaht: 

capable of producing in its listeners 
a controlled dissolution which they 
can utilise for their own thought 
processes. I'm not sure how fanciful 
it might be to talk of Laswell 
utilising the black, bass space to 
underscore a relationship with the 




















non-black, but Outer Dark is an 
elegant and profound piece of 

Fax's release of the subsequent 
week comes from Musso (aka 
Transonic) himself. Like the album 
above, this has two instrumentals, 
each of similar length. Laswell 
guests on the second, "Wheel Of 
Heaven". Although Musso's slo-mo 
pacing has its own correlation in 
Laswell's album, the narrative 
structure here is very different On 
the opening track, "Whirlpool (Slow 
Spiral Of Clouds)", a sitar-like 
drone, some flanged effects and 
wordless song soon establish an 
insistent presence. This is 
reiterated, quite substantially, on 
"Wheel", where snatches of Arabic 
song, rattles and mystery 
percussion all hum past This is all 
good while it lasts — indeed, some 
of Laswell bass towards the end of 
Musso's record seems full of the 
promise of a club-orientated remix 
— but the track's ending seems 
arbitrary and abrupt, with none of 
the calmness of before. But this is 
a small gripe and, like Outer Dark, 
Virtual Current is worthy of 
prolonged exposure. 


Little Axe 

The Wolf That House Built 


Back in The Wire 127 (September 
94), Skip McDonald, On-U Sound 
associate and Little Axe's f/der 
ultimo, told Nathan West about his 
latest recording, a promising dub 
album infused with blues samples 
and the spirit of his totally blues- 
cred Alabama ancestry. And here it 
is, with a bass so deep one could 
high-dive into it preceding a 
gravelly voice taking us through 
‘Arkansas, Mlssissiipi, Louisiana, 
Alabama, and, and, err, you 
knew. ,. ■ What is disturbing is that 
this indecision turns out to be 
genuine and not humorous, a 
perilous endorsement of the 
commercially disseminated myth 
of the blues above its very real 
musical power to transcend. 

McDonald's remarks to West 
showed the lack of distance from 
his material, both dub and the 
blues — dub is, for instance, the 
signifier of the 90s because "Ifs 
the vibe", which is not very 



enlightening, really. Elsewhere 
though, this idea could have been 
an advantage, specifically as a 
fusion designed for consumption as 
immediate as its aeaCon vrould be. 
But the idea here is of a different 
nature: samples of Howlin' Wolf, 
Robert Johnson or of blues hollers 
appear as distant and fleetng 

put them into a perspective that 
treats the long history of human 
suffering as the root of great aa 
But the perspective is truncated, 
depth is lacking. McDonald 
succumbs for instance to the most 
obvious sentimentalism when, 
surrounding bits of "Crossroad 
Blues', a sugary soul voices intones 
‘A man has to go to the crossroad 
to fnd himself'What does this sort 
of synopsis of the original tell us 
that we didn't already know? This is 
a bit like taking two or three lines 
from OedifXis Rex and adding, 
"Often, a son wants to kill his 
father," 

The Wolf That House Built sits 
uncomfortably between two chairs. 
As a live fusion of reggae and 
HipHop rhythms and the blues it 
could have been a lively 
experience, although nothing 
fantastically new. As a studio 
project it could be grandiose, but 
on^ if much more radical, more 
'cinematographic' choices had 
been made. For instance, one thing 
the blues cannot be said to be 
about is anonymity. But by 
depnving the listener of moments 
of intimacy. Little Axe's continuous 
soundscapes bury the individuality 
of the voices used. Perhaps the 
album is still pleasant, in a futile 
kind of way, but its rather touristic 
approach to te material leaves too 
much to be desired. 

SYLVESTREBAUZARD 




draw in and temperatures 
plummet, Thomas KoneTs Araic 
wastes begin to lose their charm. 
Perhaps whafs needed is a 
sunshine break Manna is like a 
lush tropical island, a sunny 
Ambient space where the mind is 
free to soar. And that, thankfully, is 
all. Unlike most of today's Ambient 
grooves, it doesn't demand any 
deep deconstruaion. The melodies 
may be surprisingly complex — 
stopping, starbng, spawning 
convoluted loops, lightly skipping 

disc's intentions are absolutely 
clear: it's music that wants to be 
enjoyed. 

The struaure of the music seems 
equally simple. Avoiding the use of 
mulS-track tape, the Sheffield duo 
mixed tracks as they were being 
recorded, but what really sets this 
disc apart is Manna's choice of 
equipment. Adding progressive 
overtones to their dubby Trance, 
Jonathan Quamnby and Kevin 
Bacon have successfully combined 
7Cls and 90s hardware. On the 
oddly titled "Eat It, Weave It, Wear 
If, fluttering flurries of fugue dart 
over the morphing bass underlay. 
Although there's more than a slight 
hint of System 7, the overall tone is 
sharper and brighter. A 
triumphantly positive, fresh debut. 

Apparently, Yoni is Tantric for 
vagina (make of this what you will). 
A London-based duo recording on 
the German Source label, they 

but in their case the interest is funk. 
For those who find Detroit Techno 
a little too clonky and Mo Wax a 
little too laid back. My Little Yoni 
(ho, ho) is the perfect solution. Not 
only is it extremely danceable, it 
also opts for a darker, eerie tone. 
Tracks like "Beanz Meanz Jazz" 
and "Funk Star offer the warm feel 
you might expect, others give funk 


APOLLO AMB 5957 CttLP 


Yoni have written a sub-Gothk 



Yoni 

My Little Yoni 

SOURCE 940815 Cb 

Atom Heart 

FAX LC 6269 CD 


Ice-olation'sm was never a good 
idea for the winter. As evenings 


from some Jazz funk graveyard. On 
the laddish'Creepy Btoh", the 
Hammond chords shrink to hazy 
apparitions, stalking their victim 
with outstretched arms. On 'Spirit 
Of Adventure", the circling cries of 
a cloud of bats slowly subside to a 
baying of wolves and on "P-yonic" 
the keyboards splutter ice floes of 


54 The Wire 







Atom Heart share this sense of 
dread. Fear of authorship is 
common enough, but Atom Heart 
seem to fear their very existence 
enough to remain anonymous. 
Softcore is one of the ieast 
hospitabie slices of Ambience I've 
ever encountered, and a track 
called "Home Sweet Home’ only 
adds a dash of Irony. Like a sequel 
to Wagon Christ's Rtot Lob 
Nightmare, a large part of Softcore 

attack the body wW a kiS of 
virtual violence. Harmony and 
melody dredge the subconscious 
for emotion, but Softcore just looks 
for a reflex response. ’Rather Bent 
Than Shaked’ {sc) begins with the 
kind of dull bass booms you'd 
expect to hear if approaching a 
rave from miles away. Each thump 
is heavily dampened, but the brain 
still inwardly winces. ’Home Sweet 
Home* uses higher frequencies, 
but even where the sounds 
resemble notes and the tone 
becomes more funky, the giddy 
grooves and the odd phasing seem 
deliberately designed to nauseate. 
On 'Plenty Of Food’, dimly familiar 
sounds have their DMA Juggled 
until the track resembles a 
travelling sont freakshow. Beside 
such disturbing experiments, the 
bleak tundra of’White Holer 
seems like a blissful haven of 
brightness. But the real moment of 
repose is’White Hole 2’- 14 
minutes of monastic minimalism. A 
well earned reward, I assure you. 
SUSAN HASTENS 


Media Form 
Beauty Reports 



an album nearly ten years old 
should rise so high above the 
crowd. Created by producer 
Douglas Benford in 1986, and 
originally released in edited form in 
1988, Beauty Reports reeks of 
Brian Eno's influence, which 
informs both the sound of the 
music and its intent. 

A great deal of the Ambient 
music thafs been released over the 
last year appears to have no raison 
d'etre beyond the chill out room or 
as an accompaniment to altered 


states of consciousness. Look In the 
Oxford English Dictionary under 
'ambience', and you will And the 
following definition: "the 

Ambient music could be envisaged 
to enhance its surroundings. These 
surroundings may be imagined 
(witness James Bernard's excellent 
■Mars Rain’, and to by MLO, 
perhaps 1994's finest Ambient 
album), or, as is the case here, they 
may be in the realms of the actual. 
Several of the pieces included here 


Eno himself has been quoted as 
saying that an unchanging 
repetitive sequence of notes or 
chords will begin to alter gradually 
as the listener brings his/her 
surroundings into the listening 


the sound, and melody lines, 
seemingly hidden, reveal 
themselves. The use of sparse 
treated piano, as opposed to the 
current vogue for vast tranches of 


Harold Budd's seminal 1984 
album. The Pearl. Like that album, 
this is a work of deceptive 
simplicity. Like Budd, Benford has 
given us pearls, with each track 
revealing its true beauty only as 
you look deeper into it 
PETEN HdNTYRE 

Method Man 


as though feeling the initial impact 
of a scalpel on his arm. His lyrics 
come out with a hoarse menace. 
Its the wide boy pose, the need for 


ng birth, and as 
a medical documentary soundtrack 
None of these are exartly 
inappropriate. The Important point 


reasonable doubt that he's hard. 
Coming from the unloved and 
peripheral New York borough of 
Staten Island (home to the city's 
rubbish dump) and being a 
member of the demonic Wu Tang 

unprovoked violence. Thumps and 
cries of pain hang in the 
background of his music, the sound 
of his rivals being beaten'off 
camera'. The hi-hats flash like the 
sharpening oi knives, the beats 
resonate with the dead bang of 
pounded meat. Piled above this 
intimidating superstructure, 
distorted, anti-melodic riffs twinkle 
like alien missives from outer 
space, the tones slipping and 
' ' ' I the foreground, elusive 


ample proof of this. Limpid pools of 
sound hang tremulously in the air, 
but, as each track progresses, the 
music begin to refect in upon itself, 
subtly changing shape as it does so. 
Gentle, relaxed rhythms seem to 



unimaginable new order, where the 
lyrics to ’I Will Survive’ are 
screamed out in self-parody and 


enjoyed as a bloodspon ‘I'll cut off 
ya kneecaps and make you kneel 
on stairs, cut offya eyelids and feed 
you Seeping pills,' boasts the man 
during ’Bring The Pain', his voice 
wobbling and slurred with 
dementia. Excellent real Pb/p 
Fiction. 

Redman (aka Reggie Noble) is no 
charmer either. This is a man 
whose personal signature is a 
Kleenex stuffed up one nostril. His 
first release lW)ut.?7?)eeAffa/m 
(1992), was soaked in superheavy 
funk and bore all the slick, dense 
hallmarks of the now disbanded 
EPMD (Redman was part of 
EPMD's'Hit Squad', a collective 
which also included Das EFX). Dare 


taste in East Coast rap for 
grotesquery (see also Gravediggaz, 
Nas and Jem The Damaja). The 
cover shows the artist buried neck- 


hunks of bass, the warm globs rent 
apart by cheesewire-thin lines of 
high-end syntheseer. The melodic 
persuasiveness of his previous 
album (typified on, say, ’Tonight's 
The Night*) is gone. Bass is now the 
only place for Redman, his 
inspiration resting on twin pillars of 
marijuana and George Clinton 
(Redman frequently samples 
Clinton's tunes and lyrics). He has 
construaed a cavernous, womb¬ 
like scenario in which waves of bass 
break over the listener and pull him 
or her under, and into, his world. 
Heavy lidded, Redman works at his 
own cock-eyed pace, immersed in 
his R&B fantasy. 

JAKE BANNES 


Muslimgauze 

STAALPLAAT PROMO Cb 

Muslimgauze 

Drugsherpa 

Separated from both its reputation 
and its sleeve art the music of 
Muslimgauze explores the 
relationship of visual sensations — 
space, colour, depth, illusion — to 
the listening experience. The thick 
drums and rich found sounds that 
densely populate the soundscapes 
on haroon and ’Drugsherpa’ (a 
three inch CD EP) give materiality 
to the warm presence of the synth 
washes. The musk is so layered 
and textured that it ceases to be 
aural and exists almost solely in the 
realm of sight and touch. 

Devoid of reference to any 
external reality, Muslimgauze's 
Ambience gets remoulded by 
subjeaive experience and moved 
around in the memory. By shifting 
the quality of perception with the 
producer's sleight of hand, Bryn 
Jones (the Mancunian behind 
Muslimgauze) makes explicit the 
interiority of the senses. Thus, the 
fact that our inner fife determines 
our relationship to the world 
outside becomes the music's 
unspoken subject 

This ability is a very useful tool for 
a dogmatist like Jones. With agit¬ 
prop sleeve art that suggests that 
the Israeli-Palestinian Peace 
Accord was a betrayal of the 
Palesflnian people and prickly 
album titles like Vote Hezbollah. 





Jones has made hs politics 
patently clear. 

Divorcing Muslimgauze's music 
from its image is iike listening to 
Take That without seeing Robbie's 
pelvis or Mark’s pouting. This is 
precisely why the music is so 

Relocating music's power within 
the listener instead of as an 
external force actng upon the 
listener forces reappraisal and 
reinterpretation. The muezzin’s 
wailing call to prayer and the 
shrieks of women mourning the 
dead conjure up images of a fierce 
'death-to-the-infidels' fervour in 
the Western imagination, and are 
recast as ho^r prayers for the 
ulUmate, womb-like peace that 
most Ambient music aims to 
express. The usually easy exoticism 
of sampled tables and ouds instead 
hint at the dread on the road to the 

mill Ambient and force the listener 
to internalise difference and 
confront the received images of 
Islam that Muslimgauze detourn by 
such strong powers of suggestion. 
■■CTERSHAPtRO 


Evan Parker & Friends 
SOth Birthday Concert 

LE0C0LR212/213ZC0 


Evan Parker's 50th birthday was 
publicly celebrated at DIngwalls, 
London on 10 April 1994. The gig 
included performances by two 
longstanding improvising trios 



double bassist Barry Guy and 
percussionist Paul Lytton (which 
began recording in 1983, though rt 
has been a component in Guy's 
London Jazz Composers' 

Orchestra since the early 70s) 
places a greater emphasis on 
speed and agility of interaction. This 
is mostly concentrated, busy 
improvising that confines 
statements to concise, fleeting 
nuances and inflections with little 
sense of a movement towards 
peak events. The second of the 
three pieces played by this trio on 
disc two allows Parker's soprano 

multiphonics which have become 
the trademark of his solo work. 
Devotees of these trios will need 


Visiting Britons Tim Hodgkinson 
and Ken Hyder, as well as Russian 
gypsy singer Valentina 
Ponomareva, Join the ranks for 
■Shut Out The Devil With Your 
Own Voice', which is given a 
portentous ambience by Rezitsk/s 
use of synthesizer. And Just about 
everybody gets roped in for the 
concluding free fling "Planet 
Rezitsky'-JGA and string 
quartet, plus Sainkho, Hyder, 
Roberto Bellatalla, Vladimir 
Tarassov, etc. A dense and rousing 
finale to a great album. 


Royal Trux 
Thank You 

HUT RECORDINGS HUT 23 Cb 


important this music is; the 
unconverted would do well to 
acquire this album and discover 
arguably the greatest living 
saxophonist in suitably eminent 
company. 


Vladimir Rezitsky 
Hot Sounds From The Arctk 


That Royal Trux have decided to 
make their major label debut a no- 

those who have been following 
their career closely. The creative 
partnership between ex-Pussy 
Galore guitarist Neil Hagerty and 
vocalist Jennifer Herrema has 
produced a body of work which 
has swung from the wildly 


Vladimir Rezitsky is still not well- 
known internationally, but a legend 
nevertheless in Russian New Music 
where he is the renowned leader 
and alto saxophonist of Jazz Group 
Arkhangelsk, a Jazz-Improv sextet 
which has been running for over 
20 years (check out 1992's 


relaUvely calm and composed Cats 
And Dogs. Thank You belongs 
more to the latter than the former 
(the duo’s days of excess and self 
destruaion now far behind them) 
but their obsession with rock and 
the blues has intensified to the 
point that they now sound almost 


most inspired playing, and this two 
CD package contains all the music 


The Alexander Von 
Schlippenbach Trio (including Paul 
Lovens) first recorded in 1972 and 

like ftofestonrftmjde (1972), 
Detto Fra a Nor (1981) and 
Physks (1991). Disc one features 
two 20-minute pieces by this trio; 
the first features Parker's effusive 
tenor riding the surf created by 
Schlippenbach's torrential chords 
and Lovens's cascading cymbals. 
When the pace slows, Parker's 
lyricism combines beautitully with 
the pianist’s icy elegance. 

Where this trio tends to work off 
Schlippenbach’s broad rhythmic 
momentum, Parker's own trio with 


Records). Rezitslw Is also a festival 
organiser in the Arctic town of 
Arkhangelsk where four of the five 
pieces on Hot Sounds were 
recorded in the early 90s. 

■Voices', recorded in St 
Petersburg with JGA members 
plus flautist Georg Graf and the 
extraordinary Tuvan singer 
Sainkho Namchylak, starts 
windblown and remote, then 
abruptly takes a forceful free Jazz 
direction while spicing the intensity 
with folk rhythms. The voices on 
■Zolotitsa', a typical JGA 
structured (by Rezitsky) 
improvisation consisting of many 

interwoven, atmospherically 
suggest shamanic incantation and 
the chiaroscuro solemnity of 
Russian Orthodox plainchanL 


There is a primibve confidence on 
display here which could be 
confused with the tactics of such 
stadium packers as Primal Scream 
and The Black Crowes, but 
underneath writhes a beautiful 
monster with a pumping heart and 

Trux's passionate love affair with 
70s rock, electric blues, funk and 
Jazz is ripped wide open, with licks 
that lean precariously towards Rod 
Stewart And The Faces on "Sewers 
Of Mars', and unashamed P-Funk 
posturing on the strange and 
surreal "Ray-O-Vac' 

The real pleasure of this record s 
the band's inspired reworking of 
The Rolling Stones’ Exile On Main 
Street period (a record that 
Hagerty's former band once did a 
distorted cover version of), which is 











fleshed out with Neil's precise 
guitar explosions that only add 
aedence to the whispered 
murmurs of appreciation that he is 
indeed this decade's answer to 
Keith Richard. To merely imitate or 
get nostalgic about a 
of rock history, howet 
Royal Trux's style. They have far 
more to offer than that, and the 

combined experiences together 
sound like no other band on this 
planet 

Royal Trux trawl their way 
through all the debris that their 
world chokes back then sift 
through it to dig out the real 
nuggets. On the extremely odd 
"Granny Grunr and the fearsome 



only along a Euro-Asian axis. Her 
group Shiva Nova works with 
musicians from yet other musical 
universes: the African kora player 
Tunde Jegede, or, as on Polygamy, 
the jazz marimba player Orphy 
■ ' m. Improvisation is a 
iry element of the music. 

So it is that Polygamy — a wryly 
apt title — opens, like Shiva Nova 
in concert, with an improvisation, 
here between Dharambir Singh's 
sitar and Neil Heyde's cello. That 
leads into the BSminute work 
which gives the CD its title, a 
Paintal composition that divides 
the musicians into three: the music 
for piano and flute is entirely 


Hackney Empire in Oaober 1990 

showcase for all 
made The Arkestra such a i 
and mighty co 


close to nudging Janis Joplin off 
stage in the white-girl-sings-the- 
blues stakes. On the closing 
■Shadow Of The Wasp" the full 
might of Royal Trux can be felt 
vibrating while images flash past 
like a channel surfer hanging-ten 

Flecked with the same type of 
spittle that produced their great 
■Shockwave Rider" experiment (the 
B-side of their last 45 for Drag 
City/Domino), Thank Votr is a raw, 
bold and exciting record from a 
band who are teetering on the 
precipice of greatness. 

Shiva Nova 

SHIVA NOVA Pl>001 CD 


(take your pick) by grafting on 
sundry exotka, yet cultural 
traditions are rarely pure. Impurity 
guarantees their integrity. And the 
traffic is two-way: 60s experiments 


It's a volatile set up, held 
by the musicians' integrity, and by 
the strudure Paintal provides. The 
cornerstone is a brief percussive 
figure, a fanfare for piano, flute and 
cello which reappears, forever 
shKing its shape, as a kind of call- 
to-arms throughout the piece. One 
by one the different 'movements' 


individual i 
before slipping back into the 
ensemble. To these ears, the cello 
emerges as the focal point, Neil 
Heyde's line displaying a bluesy 
flexibility. Other hearings may allow 
Orphy Robinson's manmba to 
dominate, or Dharambir Singh's 
sitar; and no doubt other 

accompany the recording, Paintal 
asks whether Polygamy represents 
"a new and sustainable way of life". 
As Darwin showed, mutation is 
what sustains life, and Polygamy 
makes ample space for mutation 


Sun Ra And The Year 
2000 Myth Science 

Live At The Hackney Empire 

LEO RECORDS LR 214/215 2CD 



Over The Rainbow" includes the 
whole spectrum of his technique, 
from spiky, Monkish stride to 
percussive, gesture-derived 
figures. 

If the Arkestra saxophonists didn't 
adually accompany Sun Ra /ton 
Saturn, they certainly play as if 
aspiring to the sp, 


includes Ra's finest, including the 
brilliant tenor and alto saxophone 
partnership of John Gilmore and 
Marshall Allen, trumpeter Michael 
Ray, trombonist Tyrone Hill, 
baritone saxophonist Charles Davis 
and vocalist June Tyson. 



A KteVHocus Pocus", "Planet 
Earth Day" and "Discipline 27-11 



come and go ev 
improvised chaos. The truth is that 
"Astro Black", 'Other Voices" and 
■Discipline 27-11" gel because of 
a combination of the most 
sophisticated methods of big band 
arrangements since Duke Ellington 
and Gil Evans, and the long-lastng 

musicians. 

It was also an evening of splendid 
soloing, not least from the leader, 
who is caught at his still 
underrated best Much of the 
history of jazz piano, from Teddy 


Tanzmusik 

Sinsekai 

RISING HIGH RSN 26 CD/LP 

Atthe heart of Japan lies a 
dichotomy. Cutting-edge futunsm 
ste side by side with some of the 
oldest traditions in the world. The 
high style of the bullet train merely 
transports you to the kitsch of the 

r, a country \with 
the ability to absorb and integrate 
influences, both internal and 



grandeur; his work on "Other 





backissues 



Steve Ucy,Ef1cDolphy.MaroldLand.RanBlal 
Stevens, MaxRoach 

Afro Jazz, L^Aixlerson, Chns McGregor, F 
&RogerTuni^ 


FredWestey 

80 Bebo|i>Milqs€ 




Tracey,Akemi Kuhn 

rtol^Crispell,AndyK>rK Roland Perrin, Gil Evan^^ 


' Massive Attad(,Peter4idrnlook.Einst|ni^^ ' 
Neubauten. Markus & Simon Stcxjstaifen. AviRlI 
Jungle, SwntEtienne, SkioMcOonaW,Gciagfi R«k 




TranS'^ilobal Underground, Christian Marcl^/John 
Osw^fnaedibly Strange Music, Richard Kirk. Peter 

128 JapanMow.TheBoredon^enKSeva.UFO^DJ . , 
Krush, Ker^Jstft^ Indi^CisVdh Dyke pate, “' 
Loop^u, Ed g ar r w ese, A utechfe.6fahanF) Fa|^ 
130 Billl^well.Uistdry^^KrautrockPartOne^Jullaix 
, Cope. ritiaiiD avw Ycore Ot fiitcftes&ew, Jon^,^ 

' Sharrock,DJ Shadow, Gavin Bryars 





Back issue prices 



UK £2,50 each incp&p 
(Double issues£3.00) 

Europe & Overseas 
































by such constraints, yet its only in 
the iast year that weVe seen the 
rise of Japanese Electronica. 


perhaps more than any of their 
peers, represent the duality 
inherent in Japanese culture. A 
young duo from the historic city of 


sprawl of Amagasaki respeaively, 
they symbolise the twin poles of 
the cultural spectrum. 

Within its printed circuits. Techno 
also carries the capacity for duality; 


dancefloor/Ambient debate. The 
two are normally kept at arm's 
length. Only a few artists, such as 
Reload, seem willing to combine 
them. Placed within their own 
personal and cultural heritage, 
however, it seems impossible for 
Tanzmusik to produce any other 
type of music. The elegant 
simplicity of ancient society invoked 
by one track CSambadrome'') is 
counterbalanced by the relentless 
machine assault of another 
(■Polarity-). Where these two 
approaches collide and co-exist, 
the result is both unsettling and 


sub-Harthouse Acid Trance dirge 
that fails for the simple reason that 
it contains nothing of their own 
identity. Far more successful are 

scattered across the album, v' 
the influences of kitsch and even 
Muzak, typified by the 60s James 
Bond context come to the fore, a 
process that reaches its apogee in 
'Air, the perfect retro-futurist spy 
theme, and a piece of music that 
draws the line between n 
Japanese Electronica and its 
spiritual forefathers. Yellow Magic 

PEne nciNTTRE 


FAX WORLD-LABEL PW19 CP 

I've nothing against Tibetan singing 
bowls perse. It all depends what 
you do with them. As well as bowls, 
Tuu have got some flutes, a 
harmonium and a sampler, and 
what they are after is a 'beautiful 
vibe'. The music is based on 

from a clay pot or a hand drum. 
Everything tends to be shrouded in 
a breathy mist of synth pad and 
reverb, and the effect is rather like 
watching an expensively produced 
film of an old city at sunrise. 

The word gorgeous comes to 
mind, but is anything musical really 


backgrounds, it is all too real. 

Such an open-minded attitude to 
cultural assimilation is the 
cornerstone of Japan's legendary 
ability to imitate and improve 


findthi 


attempt to make a beautiful sound 
— so wholesome, in fact, that it 
makes me rush to the kitchen to fix 
a bacon sandwich. 

The Flayed God was recorded ih 
Mexico. Ifs a fairly cheerful sound, 
with several simple flute tunes, 
presumably based on Mexican 


accompanied by banal music, badly 
played by bored temple 
employees. Rob Meerman's singing 
sleeve design is what I like best 
about this album. 

No one accuses Bill Laswell of 
being pretty or gorgeous. For many 
years Laswell and his black beret 
have been prowling around the 
world like a big old panther, sinking 
his teeth into juicy pieces of music 
in remote places. This latest 
collaboration with Frankfurfs Pete 
Namlook is a single piece, 62 
minutes long. It results from 
recordings Laswell made of 
Mongolian singers and 
instrumentalists performing long 
tones and drones. This is not > 
Mongolia itself, more a Mongolia of 
the soul. It's a chilly monolith of a 
piece, built from the Mongolian 
recordings and Laswell’s bass 
guitar, filtered and looped. 

It has to be said the music is very 
droney, and there is no rhythm 
apart from one section of bass 
loops. But as a bass guitarlsL 
Laswell has found a style of 
working roughly equivalent to the 
Mongolian's overtone singing. In a 
sense this makes the music into a 
genuine collaboration. 

Inside the cover is a Laswell 
drawing around the phrase 
■Destroy all rational thought'. From 
David Toop's interview in The Wire 
130, ifs clear that Laswell likes to 
work fast and intuitively. Judging by 
this powerful piece his intuition is in 
pretty good nick. 

CLIVE BELL 

Various Artists 




Indian flute pla 

Rainsticks, rumbling drums, 
ocarinas, scrapers, xylophones, big 
clay pots, bullroarers — they're all 
here, and Jorge Reyes apparently 
plays the lot Musically I found it 
-there's a 
meandering ritual quality, but 
Reyes never shakes off an irritating 
prettiness in his playing. The sleeve 
talks of Mexican traditions of 
human sacriflce. We’re in Silence Of 
TheLambste 


glimpsed by this more or less 
definitive compilation, k the case. 
As with salsa, a neighbour with 
which it shares te rhythmic basis, 


New York cousin, animated by 
migrants forever longing for the lost 
I. Tabou Combo's "New 


on this theme. Like most compas 
songs featured here, it begins 
melodkxjsly enough, but halfway 
through turns into an orgy of short 
rWs and call and response vocals, 
linking to the Haitian migrant plight 
that of those unhappy people who 
Ti Martinique, Guadaloupe 


Other bands, such as Les Gypsies or 
Mihi All Stars veer more towards 
the schmaltzy, Club Med-oriented 
side of things, but even they turn 
soon enough into a frenzied jam 
and find their redemption. With 

before the seven minute mark, and 
no liner notes whatsoever, you are 
left with no choice but to get up and 
dance. So it is and so it should be. 

Leaping nimbly over to the island 
of Martinique (also Creole¬ 
speaking), where compas has been 
very popular, we hear a rather 
different echo of the Antillean 
musical soul. A true pioneer of the 
region, Malavoi was one of the very 
first bands to get international 


rhythms with classical-inspired 
harmonies and a few other Cuban 


is still highly da 
but at times, such as in the 
melodramatic yet tasteful Trant 
An' (orphan girl reaches midlife 
crisis but will stand strong), it feels 
to Antonio Carlos Jobim or 
Riddle than to anything on 
r Compas. Lyrics, often of a 
poetry, are in Creole 



The Wire 59 




Compos is for you), or whether 
coarsehess repulses you (then 
Armani-wearing, Chanel- 
fragranced Malavoi awaits), you can 
stiil practice your Creole. Allah is, 
decidedly, great 

SriVlSTRE BAUUARD 


Various Artists 
Deconstruct 

BLAST FIRST BFFP105 CD 

Blast Firsts monthly Disobey bights 
were launched early last year with 
a set by free jazz revivalist Charles 
Gayle ahd continued celebratng 
new and marginal musics 
throughout 1994. The 
entertainment fed off the muddy 
point where the fringes of the 
mainstream collapse into the avant 
garde. DeconstrM is similarly 
inspired, with vahous disobedient 
sonic workers given the run of the 
Blast First vaults. The ideal listener 
would perhaps be unfamiliar with 
the Blast First back catalogue, as 
the temptation to sample-spot is 
otherwise hard to avoid. 

Deconstruction is a fairly 
meaningless term by now; suffice 
to say that the pleasure in this 

different ways in which the 
plundering is carried out Perhaps 
most immediately attraaive is the 
PosslStenger reconstruction of the 
recordings they have already 
made as Band Of Susans, who 
typity the uncompromising fuzz¬ 
laden dissidence which made Blast 
First such a bolshy outfit in the first 
place. Bruce Gilbert, whose DJ 
sets have virtually defined the 
Disobey ambience, turns in the 
most abstrart piece, a typically 
disturbing ten minute soundscape. 
Christian Marclay and John Oswald 
play with the individual ingredients 
less, producing successions of 
ornately segued and overlaid 
soundbites. Stock, Hausen & 
Walkman toss repetitive beats into 
their stew with intriguing results, 
and Phillip Jeck Juxtaposes manic 
drum patterns with drones and 
splashes of sound. 

Its a fun album; Sun Ra, Sonic 
Youth, Ut Big Black, etc, 
blancmanged together like this 
may not stand daily use, but it 
makes for a valuable set of 
provocations nonetheless. 
WILLnOHTGOnERY 
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Blood And Fire: through Grapevine 

Zappa Records: 333 Latimer Road, 
London W10 6RA 
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Various Artists 
Trance Atlantic 

VOLUME PROMO 2CD 

As evidenced on this compilation 
paean to the Detroit sound that has 

Influence on global Techno), the 
American electronic music scene is, 
with a couple of exceptions, as 
insular and resistant to change as 
Gary Glitter. Sure, the music has 
mutated since Cybotron's "Clear' 
first emerged 1 2 years ago, but the 

tempo as opposed to timbre. 

Where European Techno tears at 
the fabric that holds texture and 
rhythm together (Aphex Twin's 
gurgling, belching analogue 
dinosaurs or p-Ziq’s crunching 
breakbeats), US Techno puts tone 
colour at the service of the beat 
The beat is stultifying, though, as it 
compresses the music's dynamics 
to an inchoate mass of synth 
bubble and squeak 
On "Dancing Tides', Kenny Larkin 
grafts deep House keyboards to a 
lazy New Age rhythm track and calls 
the limp results 'Techno jazz’. The 
stilted funk of the undermixed 
keyboards on DJ Skull’s stark, 
almost Hardcore 'Flicker' b 
smothered by its stiff dmm track 
Even when superficially more 

equally facile: Vapourspace's Mark 
Gage sophomorkally splices out-of- 
sync video-game sound effects and 
dnpping water to a squelching bass 
line that merely messes up the 

the sense of music 
Stasis is thrown into complete 
disarray on Eddie 'Flashin' 

Fowlkes's stunning 'Lodge 
Freeway" in which the sunny 
sounds of Depeche Mode's'Just 
Can't Get Enough' are dragged 
through the frozen rubble of 
downtown Detroit Typically, the 
album's other great moment is the 
result of misty-eyed reminiscing. 
Black Balls (the combined moniker 
for three of the Chicago old guard: 
Farley JackmasterFuhk Chip E 
and Adonis) fuse upful House beats 
with moody Acid bass lines and 

the uncertainty that gave early Acid 
House its queasy tension. 

Despite common origins in 


Electro and freestyle, its 
remarkable how much of the 
supposedly vanguard music on 
Trance Atlantic sounds like Miami 
Bass without the vocals — 
replacing 'pop that coochi' with a ' 
303 squelch. But then again, since 

Janet Jackson and still put on Dark 
SkteOlTheTToon to relax, maybe 
simplicity B the compromBe to a 
disinterested audience and self- 
reflexivity the inevitable by-produa 


Various Artists 
Unknown Public Fnre: Voicebox 

UNKNOy/N PUBUC UP05 CD 

In the fifth of the CD subscription 
series Unknown PuUt, composers 
known and less-known celebrate 
the humah voice, solo and 
accompanied, pure and 
electronically transformed. 
Producer John Walters — that’s 
John L Walters, not the John Peel 

continues the established pattern 
with most tracks around the five 
minute mark a 'scratchpad' of 
jottings under a minute each, and a 
'contemporary classic', a track from 
Carla Bley’s Escalator Over The Hill. 
the legendary 1970s 
'chronotransduction'. There’s even 
a letters column where subscribers 
souhd off about a bias towards 
electronic music. [Yawn. — Ed.] As 
usual, design and artwork are 
excellent (One letter writer 
criticises the 'Art College wT" - 
his asterisks-of the packaging 
but that's a step up from the job- 
lot non-design we often get) 

The musk B full of interest making 
connections between acoustic and 

(me. Maybe betraying a fondness 
for polyphony, the standout tracks 
for me are Tod Machoveds 'Flora', 
and Antony Pitt’s setting of Psalm 
139. Machover worked at IRCAM, 
Pterre Boulez's centre for 
electroacoustic research. Like Kaija 
Saariaho and Jonathan Harvey, he 

sounds, and makes hB 
transfomnations really musical. 
'Flora' is enbreiy for tape — treattng 
the voice of soprano Karol Bennett 
— but the soundscape B surpnsingly 
melodic. Antony Pitt's Thou 







Knowest Me Lying Down' is an 
anthem for 12-voice choir 
(untreated), where iyricism survives 

There's been care to avoid the 
disjointed feei of a sampier CD, but 
I'd stiii have iiked some ionger 


Meek's pop music (fuelied, 
admittediy, on ganja smoke rather 
than cherry flavour Corona), it 
unreeis in a patient, ponderous 
way, too siow perhaps for the 
quick-change artists in today's 
Ambient midstream. But there 


way is Gavin Bryars's 'The White 
Lodge', at 16 minutes, its another 
of his sea-pieces, based on a text 
from Juies Verne: there's constant 
moduiation, but in the end the 
feeling of a vast emptiness. 
Inevitably some tracks don't quite 
hit the mark Peter Blegvad's 
contribution is as arcane and inane 
as his cartoons in The Independent, 
The words are their own music,' 
he drones. Much more fun is Darryl 
Runswick's "Archyisms 35-46', 
which presents the thoughts of 
Archy The Cockroach, backed by 
vocal group Electric Phoenix. This 
immensely enjoyable issue of 
Unknown Public is the most 
rewarding to date. 

ANDYHAniLTOH 


YabbyU 

King Tubby's Prophesy Of Dub 

BLOOD & FIRE BAFCP 005 CP 


thick, pitted pressings of original 
albums from dub's golden age will 
find Biood & Fire's CD reissues 


though. We've already had two 
restored masterworks in Keith 
Hudson’s AOrA Dub and King 
Tubby’s Dub Gone Crazy. This one 

dub's timeless formula casts the 
same absorbing spell. 

Yabby U's approach (though it’s 
hard to tell how he and King Tubby, 
also in the studio for these tracks, 
split their chores) has a flavour that 
you could almost call pop. Listen 
for the cheesy organ on the 
unsuitably-titled 'Anti-Christ Rock' 
or the frothy swagger of "Beware 
Of God'. But that comes down to 
little touches in the mix. The driving 
impetus of the musk remains the 
eternal circling rhythms, with horns 
and guitars and keyboards shooting 
in and out of earshot with the weird 
logic that is dub's tranquil 



Frank Zappa 
Civilization Phaze III 

ZAPPA RECORDS CDDZAP 56 2CD 

While the late Frank Zappa regularly 
employed an astonishing variety of 
performers and machines (eg rock 
group, jazz ensemble, classical 
orchestra, chamber ensemble, 
Synclavier) to express his 

be said that his lyrics stayed at the 
same restricted level throughout his 
career — a Jokey ribaldry was the 
only nnode of address used to 

political and sexual issues. 25 years 
ago, this Juxtaposition of rock 
innovator and flippant lyncist 
sounded vital, producing a 
captivating blend of sophisticated 
pastfche and exuberant piss take. 
Lumpy Grtay (1968) is arguably 
Zappa’s finest and most advanced 
ear^ album, presenting a montage 
of muskal idioms (mainstream and 
avant garde) spiked with daft, 
inconsequential chit-chat (recorded 
under the lid of a grand piano) and 
silly noises: if s the blueprint for all 
that John Zorn and sub-Zorn jump- 
cut genre-hopping of the BOs and 
90s. Although the musical 
arrangements on Unpy Gravy still 
sound fresh, the chit-chat has dated 
horribly: bewildering, then, that 
Zappa should have turned to this 
material for the thematfc basis for 
what is possibly his last major work 
(though who's to say what awaits 
release from the Zappa archive). 

In his sleevenotes, FZ describes 
Civilization Phaze III as 'an opera- 
pantomime with choreographed 
physical activity*. The Lumpy Gravy 
yokes are supplemented with 

daughter Moon Unit and various 
technicians and musicians 
(Ensemble Moon) associated with 
the Yellow Shark project in 1991. 
These tedious ramblings are 
printed in full as though they were 


some kind of libretto. Fortunately, 
their brevity means that the flow of 
the music isn't spoilt too much (the 
whole vrork runs for nearly two 
hours). Also, there are brief 
descriptions of the costumed 
satirkal antics of the 'characters’. I 
hope to God nobody is foolish 
enough to attempt to stage this — 
it has all the embarrassing 
ingredients to make another self- 

Despite its apparent relevance to 
the textual and theatrical elements, 
the music emerges triumphant The 
bulk of it has been composed on 
the Synclavier with the remainder 
edited from Ensemble Modern's 
live performances, though 
throughout there’s a stronger 
sense ofp/oyed as opposed to 
programmed arrangements, which 
wasn't always the case on Jazz 
From Hello 986). The polystylistic 
density (jazz, rock orchestral, avant 
garde electronics) is still there, also 
the charaaeristic rapid tempo 
fluctuations, but Zappa operates 
this hi-tech machine with such flair, 
and a greater lyricism than usual, 
that he truly becomes a one man 

Values" and'N-Lite'). The textual 
irritations finally seem rather minor 
against the astonishing innovation 
and distinctive personality of this 
music. Civilization Phaze III is a 
flawed masterpiece. 

CHRIS BUCKFORD 


in brief club trax 

Kodwo Eshun pierces the skins 
of the new Jungie, TripHop 
and Techno 12'’s 

Aphrodite We Enter - 
Remixes ALADDIN II PROMO 12’ With 
diva samples swooping into the air 
like hysterical fireworks and angel 
drones swarming over infernal low- 
end breaks, 'Heavenly Remix' by 
Aphrodite (aka Urban Shakedown 
aka A-Zone) is well named. 'So 
Good' is a shatteringly metallic pile 
up scored for striated beats and 
vowel-trails, a giddy, dizzying 
drumtrip. 

Blame & Justice 
Noctumal/Nightvision moving 


SHADOW 5412‘ 'Noctumal' is a 
haunted, agitated, detaikd drumtrip 
— beyond darkcore's pank samples 
into an atmosphere thafs much less 
locatable, more lingeringly ominous. 
On 'Nightvision', Blame & Justice 
generate a brittle, anxious mood 
with breaks ncocheting at the 
periphery of heanng collapsing into 
seething echoes, never quite 
coming into definkion. All the while a 

carcass akxig. Brilliant scary musk. 

Droppizig Sciezice Safari 
Sounds DROPPIN' SCIENCE PROMO 12- 
Old school Sub Basehead Danny 
Breaks returns with the fourth 
volume of his brilliant solo projett 
Across both sides, an African 
sample-snake unfurls its sibilant 
body through waterlogged 
marimba Ambience, darts between 

being ambushed by Samurai 
breaks whfch slfce the air into sharp 
slivers of slow motion ice. Non- 

of razor's edge phase-changes: 
crystal to air, liquid to vapour. 

Higher Sezise Cold Fresh 

Air Remix nOvimy ^nADOw 53 i ^ 
Sparklingly fresh remix that 
suffuses the original in a heady, 
oxygenated clarity and definition. 

An already epic sample is stretched 

swooning series of romanticaily 
overlapping sounds. Epic pop. 

Hopa & Bones riystk 
Homs/So Sweet outcry 
RECORDINGS PROMO 12' A harrowing 
fanfare of hunting horns drifting out 
over moors haunted by the unquiet 
moans of resuscitated divas. Flip it 
over and check out the way Hopa & 
Bones (new names from the Moving 
Shadow/Section 5 stable) lay down 
the most relaxed guitar Ikk yet 
summoned up in Jungle’s twisted 
biomorphk thicket totus leaf passion 
for the plugged out kafer. 

Jedi Knights Noddy 
Holder/Hay the Force Be With 

You CLEAR PROMO 12' "Noddy 
Holder* is sinuous and sly, full of 
undulating and enticing snake- 
synths but 'May the Funk Be With 
You' is the return of the repressed 
in Techno: woogly, cartoon-mind 
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keyboards, viscous, oleaginous, 
oozingly soft Vocoder speak, fluid, 
spineless, amoebic rhythm Inspired 
by the late 70s astro-fusion of 
Dexter Wansell and Larry Young's 
Fuel. Jedi Knights (aka Link, Global 
CommunIcaSon, etc) exit from the 
too solemn private codes of 
Intelligent Techno (traces still in the 
length, in the still too serious tone 
of the closing few minutes...) and 
hit sparkling paydirt Check this out 

Palmskin Productions 
The Beast/Trousers I Never 

portentous snatch of Ranet Of The 
Apes dialogue drops into yawning 
synths and bass burps in the vein of 
DJ Krush or Earthling. I think the 
first Apes film — Charlton Heston 
and the 'surprising' appearance of 
the Statue Of Liberty, etc — K 
pitifully overrated. In faa, apart 
from Goldsmith's score, its by far 
the worst. The sample — describing 
man as the lowliest beast - is kind 
of obvious, but ifs saved by being 
run over a cello or bowed bass that 
faintly summons up a lost sense of 
free jazz melancholy — Ornette's 
"Snowflakes And Sunshine", say. Ifs 
pulled into sliding scratch FX but 
the drums, as on most Mo Wax 
stuff, are too dormant and 
undeveloped to really hold you. 

Photek The Water 
Margin/Fusion photek test 
PRESSING i 2- The fourth release 
from Ipswich-based Rupert (aka 
Photek aka Studio Pressure aka 
Aquarius) is one of his best "The 
Water Margin" grabs a byte of "A 
Love Supreme"-era Elvin Jones, a 
rumbling roll like the roar of distant 
oil drums, lifts a snatch of watery 
percussion from Kulu Se Mama, 
and invents a startlingly new take 

rustling lanscape sweeping in and 
out of definition that utterly 
misuses rather than worships its 
sources. The other side, "Fusion" is 
just that — an offhandedly brilliant 
illustration of how Rupert, like 
Dillinja and DJ Krust, renders a 
decade of Acid Jazzjjazz-rap/jazz- 
not-jazz utterly irrelevant 

UNKLE The Time has Come 
Remixes mo wax promo i 2- 
Something about Mo Wax's 
ceaseless self-congratulation — 



Cottages, Dingle Road, Leigh, 
WorcsWR6 5JX 

Numerlca: through Cadillac 


the way every design detail of 
every 12" reminds you (in case you 
might forget) how 'experimental', 
how 'abstraa' it is — grates on my 
nerves bigtime. Ifs so different to 
Hopa & Bones or Dropping 
Science or Rupert, Sci-fi Junglists 
who keep releasing these 
incredible singles in the shyest 
most hesitant way possible. Mo 
Wax is programmatic — it 

puffs. Andy Cs Ram or LTJ 
Bukem's Good Looking Records, 
for example, are pragmatic — the 
manifestos are absorbed into the 
grooves which hook you in first In 
Mo Wax, ifs the manifestos, the 
artwork, the in-jokes that turn you 
on, make you feel important Mo 
Wax is bighead music. Some of the 
tracks on this double pack work 
well-especially Portishead's 
shudderingly IsolaConist guitar trails 
and Harry Palmeresque refrains 
and UNKLE's breakdown into 
frequency bleeps, backward strings 
and the souled-out Ligeti of Merry 
Clayton (from the Performance 
soundtrack). The rest Howie B, 
Plaid (aka Black Dog), sound too 
pleased with themselves — smug 
music for kids who thihk Sun Ra's 
all about'getting fucked up'. 


in briGf impxov 

Barry Witherden sorts the 
pearls from the swine in the 
improv avant garde 

Hans Buigener/Baire 
Phillips/Maxtin Schutz 
Looking Out Our Window for 4 

EARS CD 515 CO This string trio 
smudges the lines between classical 
writing and free improvisation, 
producing that strange, scarcely 
recognisable and barely definable 
hybrid, the instant composition. 
Highly accomplished, the trio's 
music, captured in concert in May 
1992, has a somewhat icy 



Cowws Quintet Grooves 
'N' Loops FMP 59 co CowvK is/ate, 

Rudiger Carl, Jay Oliver, Phil 
Wachsmann, Stephan Wittwer and 
Irene Schweizer. As the title might 
suggest, they stir in riffs and 
rhythms from a multiplicity of 
genres, from cafe accordion Muzak 

fragmentation. These elements 
might be presented deadpan (cop 
the Hank Bennink-cum-Ventures 
guitar on "Relative Ewiges Lied"), 
knowingly, or as open subversion. 
Sometmes, though, as on 
Wittwefs guitar tour through the 
worlds of James Brown, Jimi 
Hendnx and Massaker at the start 
of "Blue Goo", we may be hearing a 
case of just-plain-enjoyment 
Cowws is Naked City tor those of 
use who do get the joke/spot the 
reference as quick as the next 
hepcat, but quite like to savour it 
for more than 20 seconds. Despite 
the proximity of ingredients as 
varied as a delicate clarinet/bass 
duet to guitar power chord 
overload to Viennese severity. 
Grooves 'N'Loops hangs together 
to produce a consistently 
stimulating and pleasurable listen. 

Marilyn Crispell & 
Eddie Prevost Band On 
The Wall MATCHLESS MRC025 CP 
Whenever I've heard Crspell in 
person I've been impressed, but 
I've often found it difficult to 
connert with her recordings. Bond 
On The Wall was captured at the 
Manchester venue of the same 
name and may be the disc to 
bridge the gap. Ifs distinctly 
recorded, and Crispell and Prevost 
work well together, building a 
coherent programme of pieces 
which could easily be a single 
entity. There can be no doubting 
the sincerity and technical prowess 
of this music. Crispell, splattering 
dense but precisely articulated 
clusters of notes, interfolds 
Coltrane and Cecil Taylor with a 
soupcon of Monk, relentlessly 
forging larger designs from insistent 


■Evening Bamboo Growth" — and 
rarely soothing and never 



Ganelin Txio Encores leo lr 
i 06 CO Vyacheslav 
Ganelin On Stage... 
Backstage leo lr 21 e cd The bulk 
of the pieces on Encores are taken 
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Esued as Con Fuoco and The Baltic 
Triangle, with the two versions of 
the tune variously known as The 
Return Of The Prodigal Fun" and 
'Russian Kaddish' turning up under 
the authorised title of "Urntza- 
Umtza' 

So much for the train-spotting. As 
for the journey, it’s still as enjoyable 
as It was in the early 80s when Leo 
Feign first enabled us to hear the 
Russian trio's music, smuggled out 
through the rust-holes in the Iron 
Curtain. Flere, Ganelin, Tarasov and 
Chekasin play with exuberance and 
conviction, drawing on a 
sophisticated, comprehensive 
foundation in several musical 
cultures and subcultures to forge a 
style in which jazz and free Improv 
are usually the most obvious, but 
not always the most important, 
ingredients. They still sound good in 
these post-reconstructionist days. 
Recommended. 

On Stage... Backstage dates from 
1992-93, and presents Ganelin 

pieces taped in concert and five 
shortish tracks conceived for 
instrumental groups — string 
quartet, wind quartet, big band, 
brass, and small orchestra with 
chorus — realised in the studio 
using computer, synthesizer and 
digrtal sound module. The onstage 
performances favour the rhapsodic 
side of Ganelin’s music, centring on 
some dazzling, ringing piano. The 
studio tracks are less successful. By 
electronically executing all the parts 
himself, Ganelin has a degree of 

which he could not exercise if he 
used other musicians, but I missed 
that interplay which has always 
been such an important part of 
Ganelin's music. 

Eail Howard Pete's Tears 

RANDOM ACOUSTICS RA 004 CP The 
cover of Pete's Tears contains a 
beautiful and moving story about 
Howard’s perception of birds which 
follows a gradual progression from 
abstratt information, through 
hearing their wing-beats and song, 
to feeling their warmth, weight and 
softness. The music (post-Pierre 
Schaeff erelectroacoustics) 
parallels that process with its slow, 
mysterious unfoldings and, I 


sentimentality. The three electronic 
compositions are absorbing forays 
into Interior landscapes which, 
though they contain many cold and 
forbidding features, are ultimately 
congenial. The disc ends with two 
concert performances, relatively 
short at five and a half minutes 
each, by a quartet featuring 
Howard’s live electronics. These 
(presumably) improvsed pieces 
are, with their introverted 
mutterings and scattered starbursts 
of intense aaivity, more abstraa 
than the linear evolutions of the 
purely electronic tracks. 

The Knotty Stick 

might be The Knotty Stick by 
Drumbone2. It hardly matters. Either 
way its fun. (Are we allowed to say 
that about Improv?) The band, 
whatever It's called, comprises two 
trombones (one doubling flute) and 
two percussionists (one doubling 
electronics) and the album, whatever 
its called, is made up of 12 shortish 
(by Improv standards) tracks, most of 
which have punning titles: the 
musicians (German Swiss, I believe) 
probably hoped these would gain 
something in the translation. The 
music needs no translation. Like the 

takes a while to catch fire and is not 

many unlikely pleasures that should 
insinuate themselves along your 
cochlea. 

John Law TalWia Cumi: 
neditations On The Dies Irae 

Law recorded these piano solos (six 
of the meditations plus two brief, 
contrasting interludes) 'live' in the 
studio, and they are impressive 

immediate yet as well-formed and 
considered as if they had been 
formally composed. Crisp and 
precise, the music may suddenly 
envelop you in great tidal surges of 

improvisations inspired by the 
powerful 13th century Dies Irae. 
Talitha Cumi is ncmng, 
commanding deeply fell 
satisfyingly structured, consistently 
well developed, richly sonorous, 
constantly engaging the emotions 
and the intellea and... er, that's it 
for now. Highly recommended. 


Tony Levin/Paul 
Dunmall Spiritual Empathy: 
Duets 94 RARE MUSIC RM024 CP 
Dunmall seems to be on 
particularly blistering form these 
days, and if this disc is not quite up 
to the overall standard of his 
stunning Slam album Quartet, 
Sextet and Trio its stsW pretty damn 
good. The buyer should beware, as 
with 60s Coltrane, that the 
references to spirituality and 
meditation conceal sessions of 

mimsier reaches of relaxation 
techniques. Levin is an unflagging 
partner, pacing, goading, 

The question of whether rt is 
appropriate to record Improv, 

unpredictability, is often a vexing 
issue, but not this time. Spiritual 
Empathy conveys all the power and 
excitement of the best live gigs. If 
1995 sees half a dozen records as 
good as this it will have been an 
excellent year. 

Sakis Papadimitriou 
Piano Oracles leo lr 163 Cb The 
first 32 minutes of this disc are 
taken from a 1987 studio session, 
and were formerly on the LP 
Piano Oracles. The balance 
comprises a performance from 
the 1985 Le Mans Jazz Festival, 
and was previously available as 
side two of first Afove on vinyl. 

Both those relases were excellent 
and I would recommend this 
repackaging just as highly. 
Papadimitriou has an impressive 
command of the full range of 
piano techniques, legitimate or 
not He thumps, plucks, strums, 
scrapes, tickles and taps any part 
of the piano's anatomy which will 
produce an audible response. 
Especially during the Oracles it is 

guess at how he produces his 
effects. From 'Prologue', where 
he appears to be manhandling the 

through sections where he uses 
zither effects for charming, 
traditional-sounding tunes, to bass 
rumbles which hover unnervingly 
behind the keyboard lines, he 
welds all his devices into a 
cohesive, logical overall design. 
The Le Mans session is, if anything, 
an even more remarkable display 


of the piano’s potenbal for 
sounding unlike itself, and again 
Papadimitriou takes effects that 
could easily degenerate into mere 
gimmicks, and puts them to 
enthralling use: I had not played 
first Moves for quite a while, and 
had forgotten how focused and 
compart its 22 minutes are. 


Melvyn Pooie Groundwork 

RANPOM ACOUSTICS RA 005 CD POOre 
is a tuba player who is committed to 
experimenting with the possibilities 
opened up by the instrumentalists 
Interaction with live electronics. 



sometimes less than riveting, but 

traditionally buffoon or braggard — 
dignity, agilky and daring. By no 
means just for collectors of 
curiosities, CrourntMork is a 
fascinating insight into Poore’s 
continuing exploration of the tuba’s 
potential. 


Carlos Zingaro/Jorge 
Lima Barreto Kits numerica 
NUM1004 CP /tits is brilliant by any 
measure. Violinist Zingaro is also a 
stage designer and graphic artist 
On the recent Musiques De Scene, 
working primarily with electronics, 
he created spaces and ambiences, 
arenas where something 
enthralling was invited to happen. 
Kits authoritatively provides that 
expected action, developing it into 
austere yet emotionally satisfying 
internal dramas. In his notes to Solo 
(In 5itu) Zingaro insisted that titles 
are "an afterthought of chance... a 
consequence of the echo," so 'Kits 
l-VI' leave everything to the 
chance of the listener’s personal 
inner programme notes. Zingaro’s 
violin is matched with Barreto's 


synthesizer, radio, percussion, 
pianos (prepared and unmodified) 
and prepared guitar, but not ail at 
once: the pieces were recorded in 
real time with no overdubs. Zingaro 
and Barreto spark off an inexorable 
process that builds a self-sufficient 
world of bleak beauty, the stark 
lyricism of the violin set among 
Barreto's diverse, ever-shifting 


in briGf out rock 

Tom Ridge travels deep into 
the US rock underground 


Belly King 4 ap cap 5004 cp 
Belly's second album is edgy pop 
with an infectious air of pace and 
melody. There are elements of 
Throwing Muses, Tanya Donnelly's 
previous band, In the frequent 
tempo changes and rolling 
drumbeats, but there's a directness 
about King lacking in The Muses' 
more fraught recordings. Lyrically 
there are some dark goings on — 
"Are there heartstrings 
conneaed/To the poison coming 
outofyour mouth' —bMVne 
sometimes troubled subject-matter 
is offset by the band's delivery: 
'Super Connected' (quoted above) 
is positively anthemic. There’s a 
tension in this contrast between 
what is being said and how it 
souhds that is resolved by the 
vitality in the performance of the 
songs. This is an album of 
considerable depth, accessibility 
and force. Recommended. 

Bettie Seiveert Lamprey 

BEGGARS BANQUET BBQ 46 CD Bettie 

Serveert have an ostensibly similar 
outlook and approach but end up 
sounding rather stilted and 
directionless. It is as if the 
composite elements in the band's 
sound have not quite gelled into a 
cohesive whole. There are slabs of 
Neil Young-styled guitar welded 

ponderous ballads with unfortunate 
Bryan Adams/Roxette 
connotations. Carol Van Diijk's 

a shout and isn't bad, but apart 
from a few highlights — 'Keep 
Sake', 'Re Reel-lf — the material 
lacks a focus for the band’s 




energies. Bettie Serveert have 
gained considerable praise in the 
music press and appear to have 


Lamprey suggests there are some 
big gaps that need filling. 

Blonde Redhead Blonde 
Redhead smells like recorps slr 
011 CP More extra-curricular Sonic 
Youth activity, with SY drummer 
Steve Shelley in the producer's 
chair. On this evidence Blonde 
Redhead sound like the biggest 
Youth wannabees on the block: 'I 
Don’t Want U-and-Astro Boy- 
sound pretty close to the real thing. 
However, this is redeemed by the 
album’s sheer verve and 
accomplishment A bit like Teenage 
Fanclub's relationship to Big Star: 
sometimes slavishly imitative but 
good enough at it that the music 
survives on its own merits. The 
surprisingly gentle 'Girl Boy' at the 
finish is some indicator that Blonde 
Redhead have an identity of their 
own to explore. 

iric Chesnutt Little Texas 
hotel txh 0202 CP This is actually 
Vic Chesnutfs first album, recorded 
in a single day in 1988 against a 
sparse musical backdrop and 
originally released in 1990. Much 
of Little sounds half-formed with its 

songs. There's very IMIe 
embellishment other than producer 
Michael Stipe’s occasional 
keyboard accompaniment and 
Chesnutfs rough voice is well to 
the fore. Some of ifs not bad: 
'Isadora Duncan', the lyrically 
puzzling 'Guipetto' and the 
macabre 'Mr Riley" — Iheypund 
her swinging from the tree, idle/Just 
a week ago she was beaut$jl/Now 
she's rather wfe' But the rest lacks 
struaure and drags badly, sounding 
like a set of rough, embryonic 
demos. Better was to follow. 


supergroup’ and 
of Free Kitten hi 
collection of sketchy non-songs. 
Nice Ass is suffused with contempt 


sneer, 'We're a proper band/Check 
out our guitar sounds', but to little 
effea There’s a sort of post¬ 
feminist Riot GrrrI attitude on 
display — "What is a sex kiaen?/Not 
yourpet/She's a gri who's kind of 
like a threoT - but rs largely lost 
ta of self-consciously 


garage. 

Idaho This Way Out quigley 
CAR 1757 CP This Way Out is pretty 
much a solo recording by surviving 
original Idaho member Jeff Martin. 
Ifs full of mid-paced melancholia: 
heaps of sludgy guitar riffs and 
feedback overlaid with a vrorld- 
weaty vocal style that errs on the 
side of monotonous (ie flat as a 
pancake). Languor seems to 
permeate every groove until it 


another burst of yearning, gauchely 
■poetic' self-pity. With someone like 
Bob Mould you at least get some 
righteous ahger thrown into the 


For God’s sake cheer up 


KRANkY KRANk 003 CD Jessamine’s 
debut is an altogether more wide- 
ranging and experimental 
proposition. There are elements 
here (again) of Sonic Youth, but 
the likes of Stereolab and 
Spiritualized also provide 
reference points. Their musical line 


more obvious guitar, bass and 
drums, and this is used to 
interesting effect throughout; there 
are plenty of moments when the 
band get into extended, 
atmospheric workouts. Jessamine's 
sound is mulU-layered without 
appearing too considered: there's 


particularly on the lengthy 'Don’t 
You Know That Yef. This quality is 
the saving grace of music that is 
attempting to redefine its limits 
l resorting to the tainted 
pomposity of 'Progressive' rock 
The result is intriguingly mesmeric. 

King Cobb Steelie Project 
Twinkle lunamoth mz 60001 CD 
Proiect Twinkle kicks off like early 






urgent, muscular guitar-funk with 
polyrhythmic backing. The 'angst 
rock' vocals come on a bit strong at 
varkxis points but are generally held 
in check by a tight but varied 

Bill Lasweli production. 'Slump'' and 
Triple Oceank Experience* provide 
frenetic funk, 'Italian Ufology Today* 
s a dub-based thing, and "Lunar 
Patisserie' and Technique' have 
extended instrumental parts to 
recommend them. There is, 
perhaps the nagging suspkion of a 
lack of focus to King Cobb Steelie, 
that really ths is a dressed up series 
of jams, but as jams go they're 
pretty good ones. 

The Sea And Cake The 
Sea And Cake rough trade r3I02 
CD Loose, jazzy grooves underpin 
these insidiously addictive songs 
The band appear to endorse the 
qualities of other Americah 'Indie 
rock bands — obscure lyrics. 


outline a&ica 

Richard Scott unspools the 
latest deliveries from West 
Africa's cassette culture 

Though Mali's parental relationship 
with the blues would seem pretty 
much beyond the dispute of 
anyone but an academic by now, 
Senegal's fles with black American 
and Jamaican urban sounds are 
more mysterious. The most 
cursory listen to early recordings 
by Etoile Du Dakar, Orchestra 
Baobab or Dakar Sound's Latin 
Thing compilation (DKSCD 003) 
reveals Senegalese music as a 
strong model for Afro-Cuban 
musics — today reggae and funk 
are exercising similarly decisive 
influence. Yet in Senegal's own 
traditional rhythms many aspects 
of all these musics can already be 



weird sort of beauty which puts 
this album in a class of its own. 
What at first appears to be almost 
self-effacing mutates into 
something quite compulsive to 
listen to, songs like 'Showboat 
Angel' and the beautiful 'Lost in 
Autumn'. Most of it is gentle, 
driven by light, sparse guitar 
chords ahd murmured vocals. But 
it never sounds dull, insipid or 
sterile. The Sea And Coke sounds 
like something quite special. 

Silver Jews Starlite Walker 

DRAGCITY/D0MIN0WIG15CD 
Ominously, initial exposure to David 
Berman's voice seemed to promise 
more of the same but with his 
friends from Pavement in to assist, 
Starlite Itoter turns out to be not 


found — predating them by 

millennia Between all these 
influences Senegal is confidently 
carving out a musical golden age, 

fascinating as Mali's. 

Of the tracks on Latin Thing, Aby 
Ngawa Diop's rather awesome 
"Liitar-basically a middle aged 
woman with a deafening voice 
declaiming wildly over a Wolof 
drum orchestra — makes the links 
with rap and HipHop very clear. 
‘Dieleul-Dieuleul”s bogle-dance 
electronic percussion self¬ 
consciously mimics contemporary 
Jamaican and US styles, while 
having no problem remaining 
distinctively and definitively 
Senegalese. The rest of the album 
is mostly acoustic, though with as 
much sheer electricity as anyone 


without a certain ramshackle 
charm. The determinedly Lo-fi 
approach is a positve aspect here, 
giving Berman's songs a 
charismatic, if inward-looking, aura. 
Only on the unfortunate "Country 
Diary Of A Subway Conductor' do 
things disintegrate beyond a 
salvageable degree. 'Advice To The 
Graduate' and "Trains Across The 
Sea' revisit slightly morbid Velvets 
territory, while 'Pan-American 
Blues' and "Rebel Jew' are strange 
kinds of folk and gospel excursions 
respectively. Curious. 


could handle-a hard-edged, 
brittle, frightening and almost 
brutal sound, verging on ecstatic 
hysteria. Djamil Thiam's 'Super Tey 
MouNeekh' draws on similar 
instrumentation with a more 
traditional stripped down version of 
the kind of babbling rap-and- 
drum-music that Youssou 
N'Dour's talking drummer Assane 
Thian has so brilliantly exploited of 
late. The addition of some melody 
in the vocal makes for a rather 
different sound here — a very 
close cousin to contemporary 


Nigerian Fuji musicians such as 
Adewale Ayuba. 

With Mango marketing Ismael Lo 
in Europe as some kind of French 
MOR crooner, its easy to forget 
that he's primari^r a master of 
mbalax, Senegal's most popular 

apparently being reserved for his 
home Senegalese market A 
shame because Xumbeu/ (No label 
or number) is a superb state of the 
art Dakar album which deserved 
much wider exposure than it seems 
likely to get Polished without being 
glossy, these galloping mbalax 
rhythms have a compulsive, 
nervous edge which is brilliantiy 
defined and maintained, nowhere 
more so than in Ass Malick Dioufs 
extraordinary, almost mechanical 
rhythm guitar parts. Dioufs playing 
seems to contain within it 
something of the specific beauty of 
Senegalese music in general — as 
strict as The JBs used to be, and 
beautiful for exactly the same 
reasons; cross-rhythms tied 
together so tightly and miraculously 
ft is uncomfortable. 

In Thione Seeks music this 
phenomenon goes even further. 
I've rarely been so disturbed and 
terrftied by music as much as 
seeing this amazing band turning 
together on a pinhead, crackling 
and bristling their way through a 
live performance — Seeks 
tremendous melancholy voice 
rising and reaching over 
percussion and guitar patterns, 
apparently playing two or three 
times taster than the songs. Tone 
Sa Bouia Nakh (Studio 2000, no 
number) captures much of this 
racing energy and duende: it's one 
of his most crafted and 
accomplished, not to mention neat 
and tdy, statements to date, 
neither as out of control as some 
of his Senegalese albums nor as 


best track here, though much of 
the rest of the album suffers from 
flashy and rather tasteless 
production, one long guitar solo 
being particularly difficult to 

AbiBatouN'DourisYoussou’s 
sister and although her album 
Duiguene (No label or number) 
features members of his band 
Super Etoile this is a very different 
sound, owing surprisingly little to 
mbalax — though those familiar 
Wolof percussion figures do 
occasionally punctate a sound that 
perhaps owes more to white 
American rock 'n' roll, though it 
does sound oddly like the most 
cloying kind of Japanese pop music 
In places. I'm not sure, but I think 
she might be going for a 
Senegalese Kylie-style gap in the 
market Despite its faultless 
execution this nursey rhyme music 
has little real swing or spontaneity, 
so much honed to the market that 
there's nothing left to listen to. 

Returning to rootsier themes, 
Abou Thiam Et Le Ngaari Laavks 
album Daara (No label or number) 
is a product of a government- 
sponsored village development 
projea from St Louis in Northern 
Senegal. It ranges from percussion 
and call-and-response vocal 
music, through poppy pieces 
accompanied by drum kit and 
accordion to a traditional ballad 
swathed In string synthesizer and 
cello sounds. Yet these songs 
about birds eating the grain 
harvest, lovers in the moonlight 
and hunting, shooting and fishing 
are very persuasive and more 
than a little reminiscent of Baaba 
Maal's acoustic music (though I 
suspect Maal gets his inspiration 
from these people rather than 
vice versa). The fact that what is 
basically an exercise in community 


Doudou Ndiaye Mbengue's is a 

extraordinary one His debut ITIdial 
(No label or number) is an 


acrobatic vocal tourde force, very 
much in the style of Youssou 



normal categories fail to capture 
the multifarious roles and 
situations that music still maintains 
in modern day Africa. Its natural 
warmth and energy, the sheer 
pleasure the musicians seem to 
be taking in their music, seems 
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letters 


Sour kraut 


One would think that with such 
high-brow and consistently 
detailed musical analysis The Wire 
would be above low-brow racism 
and charaaer assassination. 

Tony Herrington's introducton to 
Julian Cope's enthusiastic if at 
times spotty analysis of 60s-70s 
German rock and experimental 
music (The Wire 130) gave the 
racially abusive term 'Krautrock' a 
seal of approval it just doesn't 

Invented by journalist Ian 
MacDonald in the early 70s, it is an 
Anglophile term derived from the 
post-war hangover which fails to 
describe the eclectt basis of much 
German experimental music of the 
period. Cue both PopolVuh and 
Cluster for strong classical 
structures, etc. What if jazz were 
termed 'Niggerjlve'? Or The Beates 


'Limeyrock'? Or U2 'Paddyrock'? 

Again, when Mr Hernngton came 
to review Mixmaster Morris's 



personal attack The possibilites 
inherent in the music were ignored 
and its content erroneously 


compared to lots of other records 
which Herrington had little space 



Guru ail mode use the Krautrock 

terns. I{ the point is still not dear 
some 20 years later, in a similar 

subversion, a group of African- 
American rappers named 
themselves Niggers With 
Atatude... Now do you get it? 

As regards my review of Global 
Chillage, I have no personal 'gripe' 
or 'grudge' agcinst nixmaster 
Morris: Global Chillage is sirrply a 
dreadfully dull and disappointing 
record for an drtist such as Morris 
to have produced — end of story. 
You are right, however, to take 
me to task for comparing it to 
Chris Meloche'sRecurhng 
Dreams Of The Urban Myth, 
which is an infnitely superior 
record. My apologies to Mr 
Meloche-Ed 


Hidden labels 

I always enjoy your magazine and 

if you are aware, however, how 
difficult it is to find some of the 
albums you review. Many of them, I 
am sure, never find their way onto 
a shelf In a record shop. Upon 
trying to order titles via a high 

deleted (I) or just unheard of. 

I wonder if you might be In a 
positon to give us more 
information about these small 
specialist labels, about how they 
attempt to distribute their produa 
etc. Some high street chains only 
appear to use particular 


nark Prendergast, London 

The term Krautrock might have 
been invented by a UK music 
journalist, but as Julian Cope made 
abundantly dear in his artide it had 
its origins in a song by Amon Duul, 
and was immediately seized upon 


Perhaps you could unravel some 
of the secrets of the record retail 
industry, to help the customer find 
that elusive title and to help the 


minor league artist get their 
produrt into people's homes. 


and expropriated by the German 

groups for their own particular We are aware that many of the 

ends. Faust, Ouster, Can and Guru releases reviewed in The Wire are 


difficult to get hold of via high 
street record shops — thdt's why 
we (alone among the national 
must press) list the distributors or 

independent labels whose releases 
get reviewed in Soundcheck each 
month. If even armed with this 
Information, you still have 
problems getting hold ofspedfk 
releases try contacting such 
specialist shops as Rough Trade 
(Tet:07l 2400105) or TheseiTet: 
071 622 8834), whth offer 

Rough Trade, for instance, is one 
shop where you will find a mass of 
the best Japanese imports — 
although notional distributors 
Impetus and Harmonia Mundl also 
now carry such essential Japanese 
labels as PSF and God Mountain. 
The Wire has already run one 
guide to small Independent labels 
(issuellS/l 19) —look out for an 
extensive update on that article in 
the not too distant future. This has 
been another Wire Consumer 
Service Announcement—Ed. 


Cook report. . . 

Glyn Wilcox's simple minded and 
pedestrian response (Letters, The 
Wfre 131) to my hastily written 
and probably half-arsed article 
(Naked Eye, The W/re 130) is a 
somewhat disappointing counter 
attack Nope, I'm not enjoying ‘the 
tired and comfortable'. And if you 
think that I'm not 'touched by the 
reality of our multi-faceted 
culture', you didn't even read the 

One of my main gripes is that 
we're overpowered by all this 
material, I'm not ambivalent about 
it I do value the opportunity of 
being able to taste all these 
different things. But I'm sick of 
being force fed on so much 
pseudo-multi-ethnk bullshit, often 
from people who've partaken of 
'the spirit' with about as much 
intensity as they've given to 
watching a David Attenborough 
travelogue. 


what David Toop says (same issue) 

independently of critics and 
promoters, but so what? We're still 
toiling under the yoke of a neurotic 
liberal distaste of anything 
remotely exclusionist 
Richard Cook, London 

. .. and support 

With regard to Glyn Wilcox's prissy 
response to Richard Cook's 
hilarious attack on right-on, PC 
musical eclectics. Whafs the 
matter, Glyn? Don't you know a 
good wind-up when it gets under 
your skin? Or was the article a little 

(See Glyn's comments regarding 
his dreadful sounding 'multicultural' 
group London Labyrinth.) 

Lee Edwards, Coventry 

Earth calling Mark 

Re: Mark Sinker's review of the 
new albums by Siouxsie And The 
Banshees and Swans (The Wire 
131). I wasn't aware that when Mr 
Sinker left his job as editor of The 
Wire it was so he could take a one 
way trip out to Saturn (or should 
that be, 'lunch'?). I quote: 'Where 
Siouxsie Sioux is the Bruno 
Bettelheim of the Scooby-Doo 
generation, Swans want to be the 
CassandrasoftheageofFalse 
Memory Syndrome.' But that is 
illogical. Captain. 

Maybe on his way out of the 
universe, Mark was hoping to meet 
up with Kodvro Eshun making his 

space in order to deliver another of 
his 'devastating' critiques on the 
state of millenial pop culture to The 
Wire office. I quote from his Club 
Trax column in The Wire 130: 'The 
trills, curlicues, helices and 
involutions of Jungle's fractalization 
of the breakbeat constitute a 
rhythmic baroque that Is the other 
side of the music's martinet 
austerity." Beam me up, Scotty! 

The Sidewinder, London 





/I magical and 
mysterious 
combination oj 
Indian World music 
and Western Jazz. 
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